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OCCASIONAL AND MISCELLANEOUS. 



TO MARIA, 

OH KETUBimiO HEB GLOYB. 

Erst, for his peerless fair, each gallant knight, 

mid the throng'd tourne7, his bright banner 
rear'd, 
And threw his glove, the challenge to the fight. 

And if to snatch it from the ground, appeared 
A jealous rival on his barbM steed, 

'Twas theirs with joy the fair one's smile to court, 
Tho' naught, alas I but death was oft their meed : 

For Beauty fled not from the savage sport. 
Tho' scenes of blood no longer please the fair, 

Still they a youth of manly courage prize, 
Who, justly proud their flowery chains to wear. 

Ne'er at the first repulse despairing fiies. 
Deign, then, Maria I with a gracious smile 

To hear the herald that restores thy glove— 
And be it, in a contest void of guile, 

A peaceful challenge to thy envied love I 
B 2 
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TO THE SAME, 

WBITTBN OS A BLANK LEAF OF A BOOK LBKT TO HBB BT 
THE AUTHOR. 

As travell'd sage with raviah'd eye explores 

The spot where Poesy erst struck the lyre 
On Tiber or Ilissus' sacred shores, 

Tho' mute for many an age the warbling wire ; 
Will I, dear maid! the envied page survey, 

That drank the radiance of your sparkling eyes; 
And trace with thrilling joy their trackless way, 

Like the moon's orbit, viewless ia the skies. 



AN APOLOGY TO THE SAME. 

YcMiibee his straw-built hive forsakes. 
His wing o'er many a flowret shakes, 

Then shuts them on the rose ; 
And tho' he quaffs the luscious tide, 
A store for winter to provide. 

The flowerno palergrows. 

So when, impellM by youthful fire, 
Thy charms, dear maiden, I admire. 

And seize the hasty kiss ; 
Thy ruby lips remain the same : 
Then why the stealth so angry blame;. 

Why rob me of such bliss ? 



OCCASIONJai AND USCELLAKEOUS. 



LINES ON A GROTTO.* 

Thou tranquil grot ! tbou gelid cell ! 

Beneath whose roof with ivy bung, 
I oft, whilst tears of rapture fell, 

The praises of mj fair have sung. 

Oh ! let me shun the summer sky. 
And fly from panting noontide heat, 

Upon thy bed of flowrets lie 
Exhaling every perfumed sweet. 

There listening to the murm'ring streams 
And falling drops that gem thy side, 

Will I enjoy in fleeting dreams 
Scenes that to mortak are denied. 

'Tis Fancy tells me that at eve. 

Enlightened by the moon's pale ray. 

The fays their sportive dances weave. 
Or on my rushy carpet play. 

Some on the trembling moonbeam ride, 
Or strike the air with painted wing; 

While others stretch their arms and glide 
On the dear bosom of the spring. 



♦ Written when very yonng. 
B 3 
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May no rude strains the train affright, 
Or lightnings flash, or tempests sound, 

But may the silver orb of night 
Enliven all the scene around. 

When sorrow's tear bedews my cheek, 
All pallid grown with worldly grief. 

Thee peaceful grotto will I seek, 
And in thee find my soul's relief. 



THE ORIGIN OF THE BRITISH FLAG. 

How most to benefit her isle, 

So sings a bard of yore — 
Britannia, musing, with a smile 

Sat on its billowy shore. 

Firm on her brows a casque she bore. 
That strikes her foes with fear ; 

A cuirass on her bosom wore. 
And grasp'd a shining spear. 

High as she raised her azure eyes. 
She saw her heavenly friend, 

Fair Freedom, from the cloudless skies. 
In rapid flight descend. 
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Unzoned, whilst fluttered in tbe wind 

He;: robe of snowy white ; 
Her tresses floated far behind, 

And waved with radiant light. 

Around her polish'd spear, whose head 

A cap with laurel crown'd, 
Varied by azure, white and red, 

A silken flag was wound. 

As, to Britannia's wondering eyes, 

The standard she unfurFd, 
" With this, my best-loyed friend!" she cries, 

"Thy sons shall rule the world. 

"Peace gave this stripe of purest white, 

To teach thy martial train, 
Ne'er but when roused by wrongs, in fight 

Their spotless swords to stain. 

" From Mars my hand received the red-^ 

* A British youth,' he cried, 
'Joys, for his country's good, to shed 

Of life the crimson tide.' 

"Neptune bestow'd his favourite blue. 

Dyed by the Naiad train ; 
And swore, thy sons, a jovial crew. 

Should rule the azure main. 
B 4 
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" I joined tiie Mple hues walh care, 
And fomued .tfaifi mystic whole. 

Of power, whate'^r &7 foes dittU dase, 
To d^unt the maaliest sottl. 

*' For d;hem ihia matcrhless boon receive 
Whom tl^ou may'st J07 to own ; 

For they BUfih triumphs shall achieve 
As ne'er to Fame were faaown." 



LINES, 

ADDRESSED TO THE ROTAL DEVON MINERS, SEPT. 1?, 1800, 
ON THE PRESENTATION, BT THE LATE SIB THOMAS TTRWRIT, 
OF THVR €OIiOCfiB6| T^B QVr^ OT PJB BpTAL HIOHNBSS THE 
PRINCE OF WALES. 

T^E last dread trump shall sound amid the skies, 
And from their tombs th' awakened Dead arise : 
So at your country's call, a ready birth, 
You start obedient from the womb of earth ; 
Where, buried deep, the sparkling treasure lies. 
Of peaceful industry the hard-earned prize ; 
To wield with patriot hands unwonted arms. 
And cheer each breast that throbs with war's 
alanns. 
Behold these banners ! whose rich fdds display 
Their royal splendour in the sun-s bright ray : 
These as a guerdon for the martial zeal 
That in your hearts you ne'er can cease to feel. 
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The son of Majesty, with liberal hand. 
Bestows on yon, a small but faithful band. 

This glorious day, to mirth and pleasure dne» 
Tour grateful minds will oft with joy review : 
This glorious day, whilst, 'mid his people's vows, 
The regal crown still shines on George'is brows. 
When Heaven shall call him from his subjects' 

love, 
To sit .enthroned in iia^ppier realms above ; 
And Cambria's Frinee no more ithe plume shall 

wear. 
But with his crown his father's sceptre bear ; 
Oh I may he govern. Heaven I we wish no more. 
As weU, as wisely, as his sire before I 
Then will each Briton guard his sacred throne, 
And jpy to live or die for him alone. 



LINES. 

ADDRBSSED TO HIB KOTAL HiaHNlBSS THE PBINCB OF WALES. 

O ! THOU around whose sacred head 
Wave the light plumes at Crecy won. 

When tears of rapture Edward shed 
To view this trophy of his son ; 

List, gracious Prince ! the grateful lays 

We miners in Danraonia raise, 

Where Dart meanders thro' the moor. 
Deep in whose womb we oft descend, 
Where shades of endless night extend, 

And bring to day the glitt'ring ore. 
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Soon as we hear the trumpet sound, 
We'll hasten from our mines below, 

The banners, with fond zeal, surround. 
That to thy liberal hand we owe ; 

See them victorious wave on high ; 

Or them defending, bravely die. 

A voice prophetic meets our ear, 

That cries — '< These beauteous banners, given 
By him, the favoured youth of heaven, 

Their heads unconquered shall uprear." 

Taught by deputed lips, we know — 
Would we could hear it from thine own ! — 

We best our love to thee can show 
By guarding well thy father's throne. 

Shower down .thy gifts, oh. Heaven above I 

And bless him for his filial love. 

Reluctant when 'tis his to reign, — 
For worth and royalty must die — 
May he the nation's loss supply ^ 

And long Britannia's right maintain. 
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SONG, ADDRESSED TO . 

WBETTEK wBnerr commandino^ at Plymouth dock, the 

DEVON DIVISIOK OF THE BOTAL 8TANNBRT ABTILLEBT.* 



Tho' in barracksy sweet maid, thou wert born, 
And art fond of a soldier's gaj life ; 

A rustic, ah I whj shoald'st thou scorn, 
Or vow thou wilt ne'er be his wife ? 

We boast not of balls ; where the beaux — 
Whom the sword, sash, and gorget adorn ; 

Whilst manj a bright taper glows — 
Foot it featlj from midnight to morn. 

Tet oft, of a clear starry eve. 

Hand in hand, the wreath'd maypole around. 
The dance to wild measures we weave. 

Whilst our foreheads with roses are crown'd. 

No band's martial music is ours, 
Human feelings to lift one above : 

But the birds, warbling peace to our bowers. 
May teach thee the language of love. 

* The author at the period this was written was Captain- 
Commandant in the Royal Stannery Artillery. 
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TO THE SYLPHS. 

Ye sylphs ! whose wings, in summer's sunny skies^ 
Rival thd.gliiteriag rainbow's brightest dyes, 
And shed their odours thro' the breezy air ; 
O ! take my £ur one to your guardian care. 
But, ah ! her charms bare never bless'd my view — 
Charms, on my heart that first fond Fancy drew. 
The maid, more lovely than the Paphian queen. 
My mental eye, ah I that alone, has seen ! 

Sylphs ! thro' her glossy ringlets softly glide. 
And o'er her brow their waving folds divide ; 
As, partly whilst they veil her blushing face, 
They hang around her neck with careless grace. 
Or, like young halcyons in their watery nest. 
Now rise, now fall, as heaves her snowy breast. 
Fire with the torch of Love her laughing eye. 
And bid at every glance the lightning fly ; 
Not as when tempests, thro' the murky air. 
Dart the red thunderbolt, with horrid glar6 ; 
But when, thro' cloudless skies, the swain admires, 
At harvest-eve, the quick and lurid fires. 
That, as they play innocuous o'er her head. 
E'en the fair gleaner views, nor turns with dread. 
When those bright orbs, at sight of human woe. 
Warm from the heart, with pity's tears o'erflow. 
Some new-blown rose shall catch the falling 

shower, 
And you, within the calyx of the flower, 
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Shall plunge your limbs beneath the crystal tide, 
Or on its sparkling surface gently glide ; 
For one sole drop can on its bosom bear 
Your tiny legions light as summer air. 

Where'er my fair one bends her devious way, 
Before her feet in sportive conflict play ; 
With sweetest flowers the verdant plaia bestrew, 
The yellow cowslip, and. the violet blue,. 
The daisy peeping from the waving* grass. 
And roses that all othev flowers siu:pass« 
Paint them with iH^ghter colours,, chastely blend 
Their varying shades, aod fresher fragranee lend. 
Or loves she more in solitude to rove # 
Thro' the wild mazes of the silent grove ;. 
Let no rash step the saored apot invade, 
And shed from eyerj tree a deeper shade — 
Shade such a» oontemplation loves to seek, 
When with her heart the holy maid would speak. 

If Fancy cheated not my mental eye, 
And lives there sueh a nymph. beneath the sk^. 
Whose mind surpasses all her outward chavms^ 
give this treasure to my longing arms ! 
Then, gentle sylphs I amid th' ethereal plains. 
Strike the gay lyre to hymeneal strains ; 
Cull, in those realms of joy, 'mid amaranth bowers, 
Steep'd in the fount of life, ambrosial flowers ; 
Roses that never fade, whose fragrant breath 
Can give fresh blushes to the cheek of Death ; 
And weave unfading bands to bind our love. 
Till Fate shall call us to the realms above. 
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TO ELLEN, 

WHO SENT THIS AUTHOB AN ASTIFICIAL HBARTSBA8B 
OF HBR OWN MAKING. 

Once, dearest maid I with thoughtless haste, 
I dared to differ from thy taste ; 
That rightly deem'd the flaunting rose, 
Courting each wanton gale that blows, 
Should to the modest violet 3rield, 
Whose charms are sought for, or conceal*d. 
But now^my folly late I see. 
And fully with thy taste agree. 
For, whilst my bosom felt a smart. 
From thee, in evil hour, to part, 
Fearful that other youths might prove 
More favour'd rivals in thy love ; 
The sweetest of the violet train 
That deck with varied charms the plain. 
From thee a Heartsease met my view : 
And happiest omens thence I drew. 
Yes ; I accept the mimic flower, 
And, conscious of its happy power, 
A charm with mystic virtues blest, 
Will wear it near my grateful breast. 
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LINES WRITTEN UNDER AN OAK AT WELLS. 

The murmuring oak, that 'mid the glade, 
Yields to the breeze its quirering shade, 
Can cool the wanderer's panting breast, 
And luU his weary ejes to rest. 
But, Oh ! from Cupid's fiery dart 
What power can shield the trembling heart ; 
Or sefd the eye in soft repose 
That's moisten'd by a lover's woes ? 



TO A LADY, 

WHO PBBSBMTKD THB AUTHOR WITH A PUB8E. 

Yes I lovely maid I my youthful breast, 
Till now with chilling fears oppress'd. 
Thy boon, the purse thy hands have form'd. 
With gratitude, with love, has warm'd. 

Not e'en the Fair, who, aegis-arm'd, 
Wliilst startled gods drew back alarm'd. 
Sprung, perfect, from the head of Jove, 
So finely spun, so sweetly wove. 

May Industry, in Honour's train, 
Supply it with her noblest gain ; 
And thence may Charity bestow 
Her blessings to the child of woe. 
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Thus grant me, Heaven ! that I may bear 
An emblem of thy hearty my Fair I 
For, as the inmate of thy breast, 
Sweet maid ! with every virtue blest^. 
Fond Hope ! may I its bounty prove, 
And share its richest gift — thy love. 



THE TRtTTfl' WILL OUT, 

▲DDBBSSBD TO • 

Tho' with girls 'tis oft the fashion 

To conceal their fondest passion, 

Yet 'tis easy to diseov^ 

'Mid a score the favourite lover. 

Whilst her eye around her ranges, 

Mark her colour how it changes 

If it meets her lover's glances'; 

If he but a step advances; 

Fired with' jealousy sh<8 Watches; 

Every truant look she catches ; 

Yet hopes her feelings to dissemble, 

Tho' all hei' limbs beneath her tumble ; 

And e'en tho' seeming to despise him, 

Still she, with face reverted, eyes him ; 

Nay, when most harshly she reproves him, 

'Tis then most plain how much she loves him. 
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EPIGRAM. 

In vain the blnshiog maid denies, 
For love, that bliss unknown, she sighs. 
'Tis strange, but true, we hold most dear 
Full oft the very thing we fear. 



ANOTHER. 

Beauty alone, 'tis true, can move, 
Tho' void of wit, my heart to love. 
Nor swerve I from my bounden duty- 
For is not Love the son of Beauty ? 



ANOTHER, 

SUFPUEMBNTAL TO THB FOBMKR. 

Wit and the mental powers, we know, 
Their birth to Jove Saturnian owe ; 
When, wondrous ! from his pregnant head, 
They sprung with the Tritonian maid, 
Pallas — who spurns Love's happy reign, 
And warns from him her sister train. 

VOL. II. c 
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ANOTHER. 

Tho' Beauty perisb like a fading flower ; 
No less I blush not to confess her power : 
For will not Memory paint her withered charmr 
Fair as she gave them to mj youthful arms. 



IMPROMPTU. 

Fob Beauty thanks to Heaven we owe ; 
Whilst female knowledge caused our woe. 



TO A LADY, 

WHOSE NOTES WBBB SKALED WITH THE HEADS OF ANTOITr 
AND CLBOPAT&A. 

Longer 'twere folly to refuse — 
For, when you send your billets doux, 
Mark Antony and Egypt's queen 
Impressed upon your seal are seen. 
And doubtless thus you mean to prove 
The world's well lost and all for love.* 



* AUading to Dryden's play. 
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TO A FRIEND, 

ON BBOEIVINa A BBOAClA. 

Yes, fairest ! next mj heart thy silky hair, 
Enshrined in purest gold, 111 joy to wear. 
Oh ! if a talisman thy boon coald prove. 
And promise 'twill be mine to share thy love 
As long as on that heart I bid it rest, 
Death, Death alone, should tear it from my breast. 



TO , 

OK nrxEBAupTiNa her m her walk* 

Pabdon a youth who dared to rove, 
Fair Dryad ! 'mid thy secret grove, 
And with unconscious feet intrude 
E'en on thy pensive solitude — 
Who haply broke the fine-spun clue 
Of Fancy's web, of varied hue ; 
Tinged with the dyes of Heaven above. 
Or glowing with the light of love. 

But thou, fair nymph ! where'er I stray, 
A wanderer thro' life's 'wilder'd way, 
Thou shalt my every thought control. 
And reign despotic o'er my soul, 
c 2 
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TO A LADY, 

WHO EXCELLED IN PAINTIVO. 

I DABED, sweet maid ! in fair Devonians praise, 
E'en from a child, my feeble voice to raise : 
Tho' now, e'en now, how powerless are my strains 
To sing the beauties of her favour'd plains ! 
Oh ! that t'were mine, in summer's noontide hours, 
To guide thy footsteps to her shady bowers. 
Where the sweet thrush 'mid verdant myrtles sings. 
And shakes the blossoms with his shivering wings; 
To lead thee thro' the glen or hollow glade. 
From rock to rock where foams the hoarse cascade, 
Or aid thy feet to climb the airy steep, 
And watch the sails that stud the azure deep : 
For, tho* the nymph has graced her loved domain 
With charms more rare than raptured poets feign. 
These, tho' such wildering wonders they display. 
Thy happier pencil can with ease portray. 



TO A LADY, 

WHO COMPLAINED TO THE AUTHOR, AT A BALL, OF HAYING 
LOST HER VAM. 

Celia ! dismiss thine idle plaints ; 

What tho' thy fan be lost — 
I've had a greater loss — my heart: 

Then who the most is cross'd ? 
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Capid 's the thief — my heart he stole, 

UnseeD, unfelt by me, 
To place it on the votive shrine 

To beauty raised, and thee — 

Then, seized thy fan, that still retain*d 

The warmth thy sighs inspire. 
To fill with new-bom life my hearty 

And rouse its latent fire. 

Oh ! that the god from mine, sweet maid, 

To thine a spark would give ! 
That ne'er the mingling fiame might die, 

Till both have ceased to live I 



TO A LADY, 

WBO ATTEMFTBD TO TEACH THE AUTHOR TO PI4AT AT CARDS. 

** Othees in Pleasure's mazy bower 
May bend the knee to Fortune's power, 
And load her altar decked in green 
With pictured symbols of their queen* ; 
I love the hours of eve to spend 
In converse with a social friend, 
To listen to the Bjren fair 
Who sweetly chants some fav'rite air*" 

♦ Cards. 
c d 
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Thus oft Tve cried, with proud disdain, 
When sought to join the giddy train. 
But when you bade me, lovely maid ! 
Your voice I willingly obey'd. 
Yes ! cards, I find, have power to please : 
Not that the care-worn heart they ease, 
Nor that within our laps they pour 
The dear-loved prize of glitt'ring ore ; 
But that thro' them, till then denied, 
'Twas mine fo sit thy charms beside, 
When, lovely maid, with friendly heart 
You deign'd to teach the unknown art. 

Tho' ofttimes taught yet ign'rant still, 
I reaped no profit from your skill ; 
Oh ! how tumultuous thrill'd my breast 
When, yours with pity deep impressed, 
A bankrupt's partner you became 
And shared the chances of my game. 
Your pity then, dear girl ! extend. 
And instant all my sorrows end ; 
Be still my partner — but for life ! 
And let my winnings be a wife ! 



TO A LADY, 

WHO ACCUSED THE AUTHOR OF FLATTBRmG HER DAUGHTER. 

Ip from the fair to turn my timid eyes. 

That seem to slight what they so greatly prize — 

If rashly vain, to dare advice bestow, 

There, whence instruction to myself might flow — 
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If to be silent wbilst the list'ning crowd 

To bear her strains express their praise alodd-*- 

If this be flattery, then the guilt I own, 

And thus repentant, for the crime atone ; 

Yet, since bj silence rapture' s oft express'd, 

Think not indifference reigns within mj breast. 



TO FORTUNE.* 

Tho*, at thy crowded shrine I bend. 

Incensed alike by young and old, 
My prayers to thee do not ascend 

For mortal power, or shining gold. 
I seek not. Fortune ! to obtain 

A victor's crown, or ermined robe ; 
Tho' some for these have cross'd the main, 

And blotted nations from the globe. 

But if my hand could strike the lyre, 

My voice could pour the liquid song, 
I would with throbbing heart aspire 

To join the Poet's sacred throng : 
Then warbling forth my sylvan lays, 

Would I a diadem despise. 
And one green sprig of verdant ba§rs 

Above its richest jewel prize. 

* Written when very young, 
c 4 
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ON AN ABSENT FRIEND. 

ScABCE o*er yon eastern hill had dawned the daj. 
When on my pillow as asleep I lay, 
Swift thro' my window, that, at evening prayer, 
I oped, as wont, to breathe the balmy air, 
A robin from his nest, impearl'd with dew, 
With chirping bill and fluttering pinions flew : 
Waking I cried — " Be thou my welcome guest I 
Nor fear, sweet bird ! thy notes disturbed my rest. 
Ah ! no— methinks thine is the friendly part^ 
Like him whose absence long has grieved my 

heart ; 
Who oft at early dawn, with scatter'd sand, 
Thrown 'gainst my rattling pane with cautious 

hand. 
Roused me from sluggard sleep, the thief of time. 
The breezy hill with dewy feet to climb ; 
Or turn th' instructive page of classic lore. 
Doubling my days by sharing those of yore. 
Bear hence, kind warbler, o'er the Western main, 
Where, driven by sorrows from his native plain, 
H — , my long-loved 'sociate, sadly roves 
Mid gay savannahs aud thro' spicy groves — 
Ah bear, sweet bird I the wishes of his friend. 
That all his woes in hoped-for joys may end." 

The noontide hour the promised missive brings ; 
My glowing heart within my bosom springs : 
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^' My prayers are heard ! and tboa, my valued 

friend, 
To all thy woes at length hast found an end ; *' 
Breaking the seal, I cried with panting breath : 
I found them ended — but, alas ! in death ! 



MORWEL ROCK.* 

Hail ! wood-nymph, of the Dryads queen ! 
Who, gazing on this glorious scene, 
Art pleased at noon-tide hour to rest 
Beneath these old oaks' leafy crest, 
That crown this far-fam'd rock, whose head 
Nods o'er Tamar's watery bed : 
My rural lyre, oh ! haste and string ; 
Instruct me Morwel's charms to sing. 

Far, in winding course below, 
Tamar's waves, scarce rippling, flow ; 
Painted on whose breast are seen 
Hanging trees of varied green : 
Some with vivid colours gay, 
Grilded by the sunny ray ; 
Others clad in graver hue, 
Retire, like Modesty, from view ; 

* This descriptive poem, written when the author w>»<- 
very young, the editor gives, as it refers to a spot so con- 
stantly visited, both by natives and strangers, and has ah*eady 
appeared in print. 
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Or, bending on the margin's side, 
O'erspread with dancing shade the tide. 
Riflected on its surface, here. 
Rocks and rising hills appear ; 
There, the clouds forsake the sky, 
And seem beneath my feet to fly. 

Vessels, with majestic pride, 
Tamar, o'er thy waters glide ; 
Painted streamers, rear'd on high, 
Wanton in the breezy sky. 
The skilful sailors court the wind. 
And swift the fluttering sail unbind ; 
When round the bark the zephyrs play, 
And waft it o'er the wat'ry way. 
Commerce at the helm presides. 
And safe her floating treasure guides : 
For this the dangerous deep she dares. 
And all a sailor's hardships shares ; 
Lists, without fear, the tempest roar, 
And steers her bark from shore to shore. 

See, crowding on the verdant plain. 
Of fishermen a numerous train ; 
Some now unchain the boat, and row. 
Prone in the flood the net to throw ; 
Mark 1 how the circling corks they spread. 
That swim the stream and poise the lead ; 
See I now again they seek the strand, 
And draw the loaded mesh to land : 
The scaly tribute lines the shore, 
With gold and vermeil spotted o'er. 
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Now my eye enraptured strays, 
Where the sportive heifer plays, 
Amid the flowers that paint the plain, 
Whose neck was yok'd by ne'er a swain ; 
There the shepherd's watchful eye 
Guards the sheep that pasture nigh. 
Hark ! how upborne on fluttering wing, 
The feather'd choir melodious sing ; 
Yon hawk observes their heedless flight, 
And soars aloft his utmost height ; 
There, motionless, to view the prize, 
He gazes with cloud-piercing eyes ; 
And, darting on his harmless prey, 
Bears it in his beak away ; 
In vain the trembling victim cries, 
Tom by his cruel claw, she dies. 
The frighted flock, dispersed in air, 
Swift to their native haunts repair : 
No more are heard their warbling strains, 
But through the grove dead silence reigns. 

Here see Devonia's cliffs arise 
In regal grandeur to the skies ; 
Or frown upon the waves below. 
That, fearful, almost cease to flow ; 
Lest, falling prone with giant force. 
The rocky mass should stop their course.* 

♦ 19th June, 1856. Conversing with a gentleman, who, as 
agent to the Duke of Bedford, in whose [property it took 
place, on the recent landslip of part of it into the Tamar, 
near Morwelham, I asked him if much rain had fallen pre- 
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On yonder side the landscape lies, 
And spreads its bosom to the skies ; 
The level plain and shady vale, 
The tree-spread dell, and opening dale, 
With gently rising hills between, 
Whose sides are ting'd with waving green. 

Hark ! the woodman's sturdy blows. 
Disturb the calm and still riepose. 
The oak, laid prostrate by his blade. 
No more will shelter in its shade 
The shepherd who, oppress'd with heat, 
Sought near its root a verdant seat. 
The toiling youth the branches rinds. 
With pliant wythes the faggot binds. 
Then rolls it down the mountain's side, 
And loads his boat on Tamar's tide : 
Thus fuel for his fire he gains, 
Whilst wintry tempests scour the plains. 
Then hither oft the sportsman hies, 
Soon as Aurora lights the skies, 

viously. He replied in the negative. Bat a leat, said I, 
that conveys water to a neighbouring mine is, I believe, cut 
among the rocks above, and may gradually have loosened 
their foundation. To this he assented, as if the same idea 
had already occurred to him. I claim no poetical vaticina- 
tion ; though the circumstance is certainly remarkable. A 
barge was in some danger on the river, but fortunately es- 
caped. I had often walked beneath these picturesque and 
overhanging rocks, and looked up at them with no less awe 
than admiration. — Note h» ti- - * ■*hor on the landslip of 1856. 
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And thro' those woods the game pursues ; 
The pheasant ting'd with golden hues, 
Or woodcock, that from unknown shores, 
His course to us o'er sea explores. 

The Abbot*, erst by monks rever'd. 
Amid the walls by Orgar rear'd, 
Oft Morwel, o'er thy furrow'd grounds 
Pursu'd the hare with panting hounds ; 
Or, 'mid the woods, delighted, chased 
ThQ stag with branching antlers graced. 

Wafted by the evening gale. 
Along the windings of the vale. 
Music's melting strains I hear ; 
And Echo tells the minstrel near. 
From yonder boat the sounds proceed, 
That ploughs the waves with winged speed. 
And bears a young and sprightly crew, 
Who, Tamar's varied scenes to view. 
Forsook, whilst Pleasure led the way, 
The crowded town at break of day. 
And now the shades of eve descend. 
Their winding circuit homeward bend. 

Since, Morwel ! now the gloom of night 
Has veird thy beauties from my sight, 
No longer must I lingering stray. 
But " homeward" bend " my weary way." 



* The Abbot of Tavistock possessed a hunting seat at 
Morwel, which is still remaining in good preservation. 
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TO A LADY.* 

Oh ! tell me, if a giddy swain 
Cull some fair flowret from the plain, 
And — such is man I — in one short hour 
Throw from his fickle hand the flower ; 
Say — may not I, whose watchful eyes 
Too long had mark'd the wish'd-for prize, 
(Lest by some careless foot 'twere press'd,) 
Clasp it with fondness to my breast, 
Drink in full draughts its rich perfume, 
And kiss each leaf of softest bloom ? 

Oh ! yes, my fairest ! — tho' the swain. 
E'en but to change my bliss to pain, 
What from his hand so late was thrown, 
Should claim the flowret as his own. 



IMPROMPTU 

ro A LADT, WHO WAS IN TEARS ON HEARING OF THE VIOTOBY 
AND DEATH OF IjOSD NELSON. 

Habk I how the swelling trump of Fame 
Again resounds with Nelson's name I 
But why, amid triumphant cries, 
Do tears, my Love ! bedew thine eyes ? 
'Tis that when Victory crown'd his head, 
She heard him number'd with the dead — 

♦ Written when yery young. 
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And, oh ! 'tis meet the British Fair, 
Who ever claim'd his tenderest care, 
For him the sorrowing tear should shed ; 
For whom he fought, for whom he bled. 



IMPROMPTU 

TO A FOBBIOIC LADT, WHO OOSCPLAINKD OF THB WABT OF 
FBOTKCnON IH KNGLAND. 

When Britain, to oppress the world 
Sees Gallia's hell-bom thunders hurl'd; 
Ere to her throne the suppliants bend, 
Their rights she hastens to defend *-* 
The lightning from her hand that flies, 
As sprung, Promethean, from the skies, 
O'er Virtue's head innocuous glows, 
But blasts with instant death her foes. 
Shall then her sons, when Beauty sues, 
Protection, Friendship, Love refuse ? 
No — at our country's shrine we swear 
To die, or to protect the Fair. 

* This was written when the news arrlTed that Bnona- 
parte had reached Vienna. It allndes to our proposed 
expedition and to our then recent yictory at Trafalgar. 
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THE DOVE AND THE SPARROW. 

A FABLE. 

Whethbb from indolence or state 
(It matters little to relate) • 

The Gods, amid ambrosial bowers, 
Thro' ministers discharge their powers ; 
JoTe bids his bolt-arm*d eagle bear 
His sovereign mandates thro' the air ; 
Whilst Cupid sends his winged arrows, 
And Cypria her doves and sparrows. 

It happened that a Paphian dove. 
Whom Venus had dispatched above. 
To seek, amid the wand'ring stars, 
Her truant Love, infuriate Mars, 
And long had roamed amid the spheres. 
In vain for days and months and years, 
(I mean the years by mortals reckon'd) 
Where scarce a hundred makes a second. 
At length the warrior God espied. 
With fierce Bellona by his side. 

The dove delivered his credentials. 
In every embassy essentials ; 
And as he eyed the courtiers round, 
Mid them, his friend, the sparrow found. 
" Alas ! " he whispered in his ear, 
And scarce suppressed the rising tear, 
"Alas ! I grieve a heart to find 
Which not e'en solemn vows can bind. 
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Can she whose eyes are red with ire 
Match with the Queen of soft desire ?" 

The sparrow laughed, and cried, " Forbear 
Such low-bred ignorance to declare ; 
Or I can never dare to own 
A friend of such a mauvais ton. 
What ! think jou Mars a single fair 
Need boast alone his vows to share ? 
No ! wheresoe'er my footsteps rove, 
I find fresh objects of my love." 

^ Indeed ! ^ the startled dove replies, 
" Your maxims fill me with surprise ; 
Nor do I blush, my friend, to own 
My love is fixed on one alone ; 
E'en tho' I know not if her heart 
E'er felt a sympathetic smart ; 
For never to the lovely fair 
Dared I my passion to declare." 

The mission o'er, the passports signed, 
(For neither would be left behind,) 
The friends received the parting smile, 
And journey'd to the Paphian isle. 
Whilst thro' Ihe clouds they sped their way, 
Swift e'en as Phoebus darts his ray. 
Drawn by two doves more white than snow, 
Not bom of mortal doves below. 
But daughters of the race of Heaven, 
They met a car by Cupid driven. 
As pass'd the God, his hand he raised, 
In which his torch like lightning blazed, 
VOL. n. D 
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And, turning to the trembling dove, 

Waved o'er his head the flame of love. 

The flash than Jove's own bolt more bright, 

Dazzled awhile his aching sight ; 

And, whilst with new-felt pain he sigh'd. 

His friend the sparrow laugh'd, and cried — 

*' See Cupid's car I a dove, so kind, 

Bends in fond folds her neck behind ; 

I nod ; and, see I she nods again ! 

I sure have reason to be vain : 

And now, methinks, I know the fair ; 

'Tis one who wont my love to share." 

His friend, revived from his surprise, 
Now opes once more his wond'ring eyes ; 
And, ah ! what rapture fills his breast 
To find those proofs of love express'd, — 
Those envied tokens he had heard 
So vaunted by the prating bird — 
By her who long had won his heart, 
Tho' ne'er he dared his love impart. 

Dartmoor, April 3rd, 1806. 



LINES TO A FRIEND, 

WHO SAID THAT THE AUTHOR LIVED ON LOVE. 

You say, my friend, I live on love : 
Oh, would 'twere true, ye gods above ! 
But no — ah, no — ^'tis Fate's decree 
That love, alas ! should prey on me. 
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Thus, tho' the godfl the boon should giye^ 
Thus, never could I love to live ; 
Yet, could I hope their will to move. 
My prayer were " bid me live — to love." 



IMPROMPTU TO A LADY, 

ON TRAVELIJNO WITH HER DUBINO A YIOIJENT THUBDEB8TORM. 

You, like the laurel that defies 

The fury of the stormy skies ; 

Tho' the dread thunder raged around, 

You heard, unmoved, the threatening sound : 

Nor fear'd the lightning's fiercest glare. 

Wild bursting through the murky air. 

And yet, dear maid ! the voice of love, 
Methought, your stoic breast could move. 
Had you not fear'd some lip severe 
Might whisper it in Censure's ear — 
But she, whom innocence inspires 
With courage 'mid Heaven's vengeful fires, 
Can with a firmer breast withstand 
Each shaft that's aim'd from Censure's hand. 



D 2 
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LINES 

WRITTEN AT HER REQUEST, IN A LADY'S ALBUM. 

1p, nurse of every unborn age, 

Fate bade me, on her iron page. 

Write each fond wish that warms my breast, 

Know, lovely maid ! the first, the best, 

Were, from thy faithful lips to hear 

That Edward to thy heart is dear. 



ON A THRUSH, 

LATELT PLACED IN A GAGE, WHICH THE WRITER FEARED 
WOULD DISTURB THE BEST OF A SICK FRIEND. 

Haplt, you deem it strange, my fair, 
That I, who claim the Muses' care. 
Should of the tuneful thrush complain 
That only poured her matin strain. 

Anacreon cursed the swallows' screams 
That woke him from his pleasing dreams ; 
And sure Fve greater cause, sweet maid, 
For ah, 'tis true, I felt afraid 
Her noisy notes might break your rest^ 
And wear like mine your sleepless breast : 
For then the hours, too well, I know. 
How slow they pass, how sadly slow. 
And well I know the bosom's pain 
That's doom'd to sing the captive strain : 
Therefore I set the prisoner free. 
To sing the song of liberty. 
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TO TWO LADIES. 

WHO BACH FLATFULLY OFFERED SOME ESSENCE OF ROSES TO 
THE WRITER. 

^ Far earthlier happy is the rose distill'd. 
Than that, which, withering on the virgin thorn. 
Grows, liyes, and dies, in single blessedness." 

Shak. Midsummer Nights Dream. 

Tho' flies the bee, that frolic minion, 
From rose to rose, with restless pinion ; 
One rose, we know, will make no pother, 
Or e'er be jealous of another. 

Then give me, fair ones ! of your treasures, 
Oh I give me smiles — your store of pleasures ; 
Nor fear to share my grateful duty, 
The willing slave of Love and Beauty. 
To both m consecrate my posies. 
And sing the union of the roses. 



TO A LADY, 

ON PARTmO, AND HEETINO AGAIN, IN COYENT GARDEN 
THEATRE. 

*TwAS here that with an aching heart 
From thee it was my lot to part ; 
And now, blest solace to my pain, 
*Tis ours e'en here to meet again. 

Yet, thro' what scenes 'twas mine to rove, 
Still thrill'd my faithful heart with love, 
d3 
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Oh that thy playful eyes would tell 
Thou lovest, thou lovest, but half so well, 
Then might I hope with thee, my fair ! 
More bliss, more real bliss, to share. 
Than e'er the drama's mimic power 
Portray'd in Love's enchanting bower ; 
Till, our last act, grown grey with age. 
We quit with smiles life's narrow stage. 



TO A LADY, 

WHO VBNTURKD DOWN INTO THE MINE AT CROWNDALE, 
ACCOMPANIED BT TWO OTHER LADIES. 

When bold Columbus, unknown oceans o'er. 
Wafted his followers to the Inca's shore. 
He deem'd them gods, his deeds of duty done, , 
Who came to lead him to his sire, the sun. 

So, when, all reckless of the distant skies. 
The miner saw thee near, with wond'ring eyes. 
Doubtless he deemed thee "Lady of the Mine,"* 
Amid thy fairy train of birth divine, 
"Wliose potent wand to ease his toiling pain, 
Would kindly guide him to the richest vein. 
And may thy presence prove an omen true, 
That Crowndale 's destined to excel Peru. 

* In allusion to a superstitioti among the miners of the 
West, who call the presiding fairy the Lady of the Mine. 
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IMPROMPTU TO A LADY, 

WHO SAID SHB HAD GIVEN UP WBTTING POETBT. 

Why cease, my fair ! to strike the lyre, 
When Phoebus and the Nine inspire ; 
For sure they never can refuse 
Assistance to a sister Muse ? 



: —i 

IMPROMPTU, 

TO A LADT, OFFENDED AT A KISS. 

I GATE the kiss, sweet maid ! 
Nor hoped to be repaid. 
But, if it cause you pain, 
Oh ! give it back again. 



TO DR. DISNEY, 

WHO PRESENTED THE AUTHOR WITH SOME ENGRAVINGS OF 
SARCOPHAGI AND OTHER ANTIQUITIES, AT THE HYDE. 

Pledge of thy bounty to a welcomed guest, 
Oft to my mind with gratitude impressed, 
Thy gift, those pictured tablets shall recall 
The sculptured treasures that enrich thy Hall — 
" The pictured urn," the "animated bust," 
The storied shrine, where lay a hero's dust, 
D 4 
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And Yotive marbles that bequeath to fame 
A friend, a father, or a husband's name. 
But, oh ! it needs no graver's mimic art 
To print thy bounties on a grateful heart. 

The Hyde, 27th May, 1809. 



TO A LADY WHO EXCELLED ON THE HARP. 

If Orpheus, with his rustic lyre. 
Could calm grim Pluto's sullen ire. 
And from the realms of deadly night 
Could bring his dear-lov'd spouse to light. 
Thou, with thy full-strung harp, sweet maid ! 
Whilst Love and Beauty lend thee aid, 
Can'st break her feeble spell, the Fair 
Who holds me fettered with despair ; 
And, oh 1 if pity prompts, can'st save 
Her threaten'd victim from the grave. 
Soon as thy strains ascend the skies, 
The mist will vanish from mine eyes ; 
Her meteor form be chased to flight. 
Thine crown'd with all its native light ; 
And, if thy pity change to love, 
My bliss be that of Gods above. 

Xemple, 
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LINES, 

WBrrTEN AT THS REQUEST OF A LADT Dl HEB ALBUM. 

When, 'mid gay Fashion's crowded train, 

I listened to thj Syren strain, 

Or stood in Wonder's speechless trance 

To see thee thread the mazj dance, 

I sigh'd to think thj sated eye 

Nor cared nor knew that I was nigh. 

Now that to me thy smiles extend. 
Now that thou deign'st to call me friend. 
And bidd'st me in these lists of Fame 
Be blazoned by that envied name ; 
Alas ! 'tis mine, with aching heart. 
From thee, perhaps for aye, to part. 

Thus Fate forbids us here below 
One true and lasting joy to know ; 
We strive to grasp the shade in vain — 
Or pleasure only turns to pain. 
Oh I place we then our hopes in heaven ; 
•To meet, where truest bliss is given I 



ELEGY 

ON THE DEATH OF JOSEPH BICHABD80N, ESQ. ICP. 

If to the shadowy dead 'tis given to know 
Who bend in sorrow o'er their bed of rest, 

To hear the requiems from their lips that flow- 
Thy spirit^ Richardson, how truly blest ! 
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Not that 'tis thine to J07 at human grief, 

But that thou'rt conscious 'tis the pledge of love ; 

And know'st their sorrows soon must find relief 
To think thee blest in realms of light above. 

Thousands, whose smiles thy sportive Muse has won,* 
Droop the sad brow, o'erspread with pensive gloom, 

And weave the bays, that living thou would'st shun, 
In votive wreaths around thy hallow'd tomb. 

The long-lov'd partners of thy social hours. 

When wit and mirth, refined by taste, were thine. 

Fondly shall dwell on thy convivial powers. 

And drink the tears that mingle with their wine. 

See, o'er thy grave four sorrowing angels bend ; 
Doubtless thy guardians when thou trod'st the 
earth : 
No ! by their prayers, that with their sighs they 
blend. 
Mortal they are, and owe to thee their birth. 

Cease, lovely mourners ! cease your vain despair. 
Tour sainted sire is blest in realms above ; 

A widow'd parent claims your tenderest care, 
The dearest tribute to a mother's love. 



* He was the author of a popular comedy ; and, daring 
the time of Sheridan, one of the proprietors of Drory Lane 
Theatre. 
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INSCRIPTION FOR A CENOTAPH 

TO THE HBMOBT OF A YOUTH, ON BOAKD H.M.8. ** BLBMHEIM/^ 
SUPPOSED TO HAVE FOUNDERED AT SEA. 

No friend, dear youth ! with sympathetic sigh, 
Press'd thy cold hand, or closed thy rayless eye ; 
Bathed thy pale forehead with a silent tear, 
Or stretch'd thy limbs upon the funeral bier. 

Far from thy home, where many a bosom beat 
With fondest hope thy glad return to greet, 
'Twas thine, dear youth, beneath the ocean's wave — 
Unknown the spot — to find a watery grave ; 
Nor thou alone — with agonizing breath 
A thousand cries were hush'd at once in death ; 
Yet not in vain, for He who rules the skies — 
He, and He only — heard your suppliant cries. 

Kings of the earth ! * too late your follies known, 
What time Heaven's Judge reveals His awful throne, 
When, wild with terror and despair, you cry, 
" Hide us, ye mountains, from His vengeful eye ! " 
Then shall the sea, as nods His sovereign head, 
Ope her abyss, and give up all her dead ; 
The sainted sufferers shall triumphant rise. 
And find their friends, their country, in the skies. 

Jan. 1808. 

♦ Revelations, vL 15, 16. 
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LINES ON THE DEATH OF LADY LUMM.* 

The grave, the gay, but most the grateful poor, 
With mingled sighs their common loss deplore ; 
Age weeps a sociate, children hang their head. 
And lisp their sorrows, for their friend is dead. 

Her's was the power to light the infant's smile, 
And wrinkled age of half his cares beguile ; 
With chastening wit to moderate the gay, 
And cheer the serious thro' life's thorny way : 
The child of woe to her ne'er sued in vain — 
He shared her bounty, and she shared his pain. 
Saw she distress, she felt her heart expand, 
And scarce could prudence hold her opening hand. 

*Mid " corporal sufferance " to her lot resigned. 
Of purer essence, her experienced mind, 
By wisest precepts, such as saints might give. 
More by example taught us how to live ; 
And may we learn, assisted from on high, 
Like her, in peace, in pious faith to die. 

♦ Written after the Author had attended her funeral She 
had been to him a most kind and constant friend. 
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FUNEREAL SONNET. 

ON THE DEATH OF THE PBINCE8S CHARLOTTE. 

What the', frail stem, in youth's floriferous bloom, 

With, ah! dear, blighted bud, her infant child, — 

Whilst long-expecting nations round her smiled,. 
Unconscious of their own, in her sad doom — 
Charlotte be swallowed by the yawning tomb : 

Death has but snatch'd her from this earthly 
wild — 

With thorns, with thistles, and with weeds de- 
filed, . 
Where scarce a sun-gleam lights affliction's gloom — 
To grace the garden of her God above ; 

Where o'er this faded, but now deathless flower. 
Shall, from his waving wings, the Holy Dove 

The dew of grace and endless blessings shower : 
And he who now bewails his wedded Love, 

Shall share her bliss in Heaven's empyreal bower. 



ELEGIAC STANZAS. 

TO A LADY WHO HAD BEEN DEEPLY ATFLZCTED, 

Sat, can the liveliest warbler wake delight 
Like lonely Philomel ; whose plaintive lay 

More charms the ear, mid solitude and night, 
Than the full chorus of the brightest day ? 
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But ne'er, in fair Devonia's myrtle vales, 
C07 Philomel — ah would the cause were 
known ! — * 

E'en 'mid the shortest pause of lovers' tales, 
Lured them, proud bird ! to listen to her own. 

Anna, sweet mourner ! thine alone the power, 
So all confess — this only want supply : 

'Mid Tavy's shadowy groves, Oh I build thy bower. 
And none with fair Devonia's vales shall vie. 

Yes ! and the converse of our artless swains 
May, for the woes, recall the joys of love ? 

Or heavenly contemplation raise thy strains 
To Him who sits enthroned the heavens above. 



TO ELIZA, 

ON HER STATING LONG IN TOWN. 

Thank Heaven, my garden, love ! at last. 
Is freed from Winter's freezing blast : 
But, from each laurel's loftiest spray, 
Torn are the leaves, and blown away. 
And yet the myrtles, bending low. 
Beneath th' incumbent weight of snow, f 

• There are no nightingales in Devonsliire. 

f Alluding to some fine myrtles, which, at the time these 
lines were written, had, without covering, lived through the 
winter in the vicarage garden, Tavistock. 
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Now lift their verdant leaves in air, 
Crisp'd — but as Cupid's tangled hair. 
Oh then, the short-lived wreath of Fame 
Seek not> but Love's — for aye the same. 
With this, but quit th' applauding town, 
A husband's hands thy head shall crown. 



TO THE AUTHOR OF «DE FOIX." 

FBOM HBB HT7SBASD. 

Erst wove I, 'mid my rural lays, 

Love's wreath, in fair Devonia's bowers ; 

But now are hush'd the notes of praise. 
And faded the forgotten flowers. 

For knights and ladies fair have twined 
Thy fingers — happier be thy doom I — 

The laurel with the rose combined. 
Of brightest gloss and freshest bloom. 

Mix'd with thy chaplets, moist with dew, — 
E'en as, thank Heaven ! thou sharest my name- 

Mine may some scatter'd drops renew ; 
Mine be somer faint re-echoed fame. 

But should my hands or lips still move, 

To fortune or to fame unknown ; 
I'll sing and weave the wreath of love, 

Content to share thy praise alone. 

30th March, 1826. 
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TO MY WIFE. 

ON HEB BIBTBDAT. 

Sat not the redbreast 's the sole bird 
Whose strains at Christmastide are heard ; 
Nor Glaston 1 boast thy fabled thorn 
Blossoms alone on Christ's blest morn ; 
For hark 1 the thrush, from yonder spray, 
Carols his joyful roundelay ; 
And on the trellis of my shed, 
The red-thorn's starry flowers are spread. 

May such, Eliza ! earnests prove, 
To thee, to me, of joy and love ; 
May clouds of woe have passed away,— 
For this, on Christ's, thy natal day — 
And many a Christmas and new year 
Make each to other doubly dear. 
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TRANSLATION* 
DESCRIPTIONS OP THE ALCINA OF ARIOSTO; 

AMD 

THE ARMIDA OF TASSa 



-f- 



CSmOAL BEKABKS BY THB TRAJTOLATOB. 

I TRANSLATED the fcdlowiiig rival descriptions of the Alcina 
of Ariosto^ and the Armida of Tasso, m consequence of a con- 
Tenation on their comparatire merits with a gentlemanf, 
who, beyond any Englishnian whateyer, may safely be pro- 
nooneed to be acquainted with all the beauties of the langoage 
of which they are such transcendent ornaments. But, highly 
«]so as I esteem his general taste in matters of literary criti- 
cism, I yentured to dissent from his preference of Ariosto to 
Tasso ; and as I suspected that his opinion might be biassed 
more by the style and language than the thoughts (for with 
respect to the two former particulars, Ariosto is generally 
considered to be less constrained and artificial than Tasso), 
I was anxious to hear the sentiments of those who, from 
their ignorance of Italian, could not be liable to such objec- 
tion. I yentured, therefore, to translate these admirable 
passages OMUteraBjfatposn&Uf except in one or two instances, 

* The Editor greatly regrets that these poems (together with one of 
the author's, and the abore critical remarlis), were not selected from the 
mass of papers she has had to examine, In time to be printed In their 
proper place, with the ** Translations,'* in Volume the First. 

t Mr. Mathlas. 

VOL. n. s 
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"where, for the sake of delicacy, some slight alteration or 
omission occurs. I have also endeavoured to preserve the 
exact number of lines of the respective originals. 

It would be a pleasing task to compare together the de- 
scription of female beauty as presented to us by some of the 
most celebrated poets; such as the Helen of Homer, the 
Dido of Virgil, the Ere of Milton, &c. At some future 
period probably I may thus amuse myself; for the present I 
have thrown together a few hasty remarks upon the two 
Italian poets. 

In the general description of the person, perhaps the supe- 
riority of Armida to Juno, Venus, and Diana which seems 
implied by Tasso *, may be thought more gratifying to the 
imagination than the comparison of Alcina, by Ariosto, to 
the finest productions of the pencil, which gives it some- 
thing of an artificial cast And allowing that even these very 
goddesses themselves are no other than mere creatures 
of imagination, yet in addition to being ennobled by the 
pencil of the greatest painters, they have been represented 
by the no less animating chisel of the sculptor, and invested 
with a thousand more amiable attractions by the captivating 
enthusiasm of the poet 

With respect to the AatV, Tasso fi*om the beauty of his 
simile is unquestionably superior ; and when, in addition to 
this most appropriate embellishment, we reflect on his no less 
happy introduction of ** gentle air '* sporting amid the tresses 
of this sweet enchantress, we cannot but remark the poverty 
of his rival's imagination on so interesting a part of female 
beauty.f Nor perhaps is it hypercritical to say, that of 
two lines he is in the one concise to obscurity (, and in the 

* See ttania I, p. 64. f See ttansas 1 and 2, p. 54. 

% Bf **iuiiga ed annodata" It was probably the poet's intention to 
signify that part of her hair was tied iix a knot, whilst part hung loose : 
but it possibly might bear the construction that her hair was long and 
tangled or knotted. 
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other diffuse eyen to repetition ; since it would be difficult 
to show, except for the rhyme, what there is in lustri to 
render it necessary after rigpUndau 

In describing the cheek, Ariosto may justly claim the 
preference, as he has preserred a greater unity of design, in 
comparing its interchange of white and red to two flowers, 
than has Tasso by the incongruous mixture of the rose with 
irory. But Tasso has more than redeemed this incongruity 
by the happy extension of part of his illustration to the 
mouth ; whilst Ariosto has almost removed the fayourable 
impression he cannot fnil to have made on a reader of any 
taste and sensibility, by the flat and superfluous line with 
which he terminates his description of the forehead.* He 
tells us what can hardly be considered a necessary, and is 
certainly far from being an interesting piece of information ; 
that it was of a "just measure ; " and, not satisfied with this, 
he again tells us in the fifteenth stanza the very same thing 
of her arms, for I can see little or no distinction between 
" giusta meta ** and " miBwra givtiaJ* 

Were black eyebrows or black eyelids (for possibly 
Ariosto's description will admit of either interpretation) to 
be seen with golden or light hair at present, we should think 
either that the fair possessor had pencilled them, or had con- 
cealed her real hair under a fashionable flaxen wig. The 
antithesis also is perhaps rather too violent between two black 
eyes and two clear sung; and there is somewhat of confusion 
likewise between shooting hearts and at the same time stealing 
them. Not to notice that in general he who steals does it not 
" visibilmetUe" but secretly. 

I fear, howerer, that Tasso in his parallel allusion to the 
eyes may be accused of something like a concetto, or at least 
of too bold a personification, when he says that her avaricious 
look stood collected, or wrapt up in itself hiding the treasures 
of love together with its own. 

* See itansa 1, p. 53* 
E 2 
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I prefer Tasso's description of, or rather allusioii to the 
lips»* Ario8to*8 allusion to natire cinnabar is of too technical 
a nature ; had it been rermilion, which is fiictitioos cinnabar, 
and in which state it is more commonly known, it would 
certainly hare been more pleasing. 

Ariosto in his description has introdaced other parts of the 
body, such as the nose, teeth, arms, hands, and feet ; but we 
do not seem to feel the want of them in fzsao. 

It is remarkable that upon the whole Tasso's description 
is more warm and luxuriant than that of Ariosto, who seems 
in general to have gloried in his licentiousness. I cannot 
help thinking that Ariosto has introduced much merely for 
the sake of the rhyme, or for want of a premeditated arrange^ 
ment, whilst Tasso has the air of original design or subsequent 
excision of superfluous parts. I therefore prefer the latter 
for his regularity, as also for his appropriate similes and 
illustrations ; whilst I cannot but admire the wild but rich 
profusion of the former. 

* See tUnia 2. p. 64. 
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:'HE DESCRIPTION OF ALCINA, IN ARIOSTO. 

Heb form was perfect to the wondering view ; 
Perfect as e'er the noblest painter drew. 
Flaxen her hair, whose braids, or ringlets light, 
Might challenge gold to give a glow more bright. 
The privet, and the rose of blushing red, 
O'er her soft cheek their mingled colours spread. 
Her ivorj forehead, in its happj round. 
The finish'd whole with justest measure crown'd. 

Beneath two sable arches, subtly fine, 
Two jet-black ejes, two suns resplendent shine, 
Thaty fraught with seeming pity, slowly move ; 
And, whilst around them sport the wings of Lore, 
Thence, from his quiver, swift he sends his dart. 
And steals, in open view, the closest heart : 
Thence, too» the nose swells boldly from the face, 
That envy's self must own its peerless grace. 

As skirted by two sloping vales, below. 
Her lovely month diffused its vermeil glow; 
There shine the choicest pearls in two fair rows. 
Riches her lips now cover, now disclose. 
Thence issue courteous words of soothing tone. 
To soften hearts, tho' rough and hard as stone : 
And sweetest smiles there owe their happy birth ; 
Smiles that reveal a paradise on earth. 
B 3 
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No critic eye could e'er her arm behold 

But own 'twas form*d in Nature's fairest mould. 

Taper her hand, where no projecting vein, 

Or knotty sinew, broke its even grain. 

Lastly, beneath her robe, the lovely maid 

Her small round foot with modest grace displayed. 

Angelic beauty, destined to prevail, 

Can ne'er be hid, however close the veiL 



DESCRIPTION OF ARMIDA, IN TASSO. 

In Argos, Cyprus, Delos, ne'er was seen 

A form so lovely, or so fair a mien. 

Her golden tresses, thro' a veil of white. 

Here shone enwrapt, there open blazed to sight. 

Thus, when the storm has ceased the heavens to 

shroud, 
Now gleams the sun thro' many a fleecy cloud ; 
Now, past each flitting rack, a brighter ray 
He darts around, and pours a double day. 

Each shrinking nnglet that the zephyr weaves. 
Pendent again, its native wave receives. 
Her timid eyes, with closing lids, scarce move. 
Hiding their charms, and hiding those of Love. 
Her downy cheek confused the wondering view 
With ivory whiteness and the rose's hue ; 
But on her lips, whence breathed the amorous sigh. 
The rose reign'd singly, with its deepest dye. 
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Her bosoniy that displaj'd its naked snow, 
Taught Love's fond flames to shed their wannest 

glow. 
As darts the sun-beam thro* the moving tides, 
Or crystal firm, nor yet the mass divides ; 
So, thro' the vest^ tho* closed with studied art, 
Are traced the lines of every graceful part* 



DESCRIPTION OF A BEAUTIFUL WOMAN. 

AFTSB THX TTAUAH UANVKB, 

Light was her hair, light as the golden grain 
When breathes young Zephyr o*er the waving plain ; 
Part flow'd in braided tresses o'er her heady 
Part in loose folds beneath her shoulders spread : 
While pendent ringlets, ranged with modest pride. 
Half of her forehead hid, or seemed to hide. 

Her darker eyebrow form'd a fringe below, 
Wide-spread and lustrous as the solar bow! 
Beneath, a rolling orb, with azure light, 
And dewy radiance, shone like Vesper bright. 
Whilst on her cheeks, two sloping lawns, there grew 
Boses and lilies, mingling to the view. 

Form'd were her lips like Cupid's golden bow, 
Thrown on his mother's robe, of Tyrian glow, 
And all refulgent with the crimson dye. 
Dazzling with streams of light the shrinking eye. 

B 4 
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And as the pearls that deck fond Papbia's hair, 
So shone her teeth, so regularly fair. 
Around her mouth the smiling dimples stray, 
And sleeping kisses half their charms display. 

In form the silvery crescent of the night, 
Her ear with pendent jewels, shone more bright. 
Her rounded neck, of stateliest form, appear'd 
A trophied column to some victor rear*d. 
Where oft with grateful hearts a patriot train 
Hang richest gifts from many a golden chain. 
In ample folds her robe, her flowing vest. 
Moved as she breathed, upon her downy breast. 

Tied by the hand of Love, her slender waist 
A zone, as dear as Venus' cestus, graced ; 
For oh I what charms, what modest charms it bound 
(The thought gives rapture) in its golden round. 
But since admir'd nor yet unsung those charms. 
View we unveil'd her smooth translucent arms ; 
Arms, whose delighted clasp and rapturous fold 
Would turn this iron to an age of gold. 



TALES. 



TALES* 



L— THE DERVISH. 

A DEBVisli, for his piety renowned, 
His furrow'd brows with hoary honours crown'd, 
Beneath a cave's rude shelter lonely dwelt, 
Nor e'er the joys of social converse felt : 
His days in ignorance of the world he spent, 
And thought to win, but never found, content. 
Bead he of sympathy in weal or woe, 
'Tis man's when link'd with fellow man to know ; 
He oft, in bonds of peace and love, desired 
To dwell with men ; yet still he lived retired. 
Yes ; we shall find, if o'er the world we range, 
Mankind their habits e'er averse to change ; 
And, chance their feet in other paths to stray. 
Soon they return to tread their wonted way. 

* These Tales were written when the Author was very 
young^ The Editor gires them as they hare before appeared 
in a Yolume of early poems. 
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He read the Koran with a Mufti's skill, 
And practised it, he thought, by shunning ill, 
Where ne'er Temptation, with seductive art. 
To thrills of passion rous'd his dormant heart 

Yet deem not this Recluse unknown to all ; 
The neighbouring ^stics at his feet would fall, 
Hear him the dogmas of the faith expound, 
And spread his fame, with marvelling lips, around. 
Once peering 'mid the prostrate crowd, was seen 
A youth, tho' humbly clad, of noblest mien. * 
" Hail, holy Dervish, hail!" the stranger cries, 
'^ 'Tis thine to bless, admonish, and advise. 
I've sail'd, alas ! too long without a guide, 
'Mid the sunk rocks of Pleasure's glittering tide : 
Nymphs, whose bright eyes outvie the beams of 

mom> 
My crowded harem with their charms adorn ^ 
Some to the changeful lute atune their lays, 
Inspired by love, or gratitude, or praise ; 
Whilst others, with their floating vests unbound. 
My divan, in the wanton dance, surround : 
Or, each rare dainty distant climes afford. 
Spread, in profusion, on my festive board : 
There, too, from golden vases flow'd the juice 
Italia's plains and Persia's vales produce ; 
E'en tho' 'tis order'd by the law divine, 
No Moslem shall pollute his lips with wine. 
Such power has Pleasure, — thus her Bmiles entice 
Youth's giddy train within the snares of vice. 
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Yes, holy Father ! thus — I blush to own — 
M7 hours, days, years, till now, alas ! have flown ; 
Nor wonder at each wish, or e'er I sigh'd. 
Each wayward wish, was instantly supplied ; 
For doubtless, heir to Asia's proudest throne, 
Not to thine ear is Achmet's name unknown." 

As from his limbs he stript the rustic cloak. 
The Dervish saw it was his Prince who spoke^-— 
And, lost in wonder, view'd his royal guest. 
Then kneeling, as his lips his sandab press'd ; 
Achmet upraised him, and with tears bedew'd. 
Fell on his neck, and thus his words renew'd : 

" Deign, sage revered ! O deign but to receive 
A wretch, resolved his credit to retrieve ; 
With thee, in peace. 111 share this lonely cell, 
Look but to Heaven, and bid the world farewell." 

The Dervish view'd him with a thoughtful eye, 
BoVd low his head, and answered with a sigh : 
" Before his Prince a slave submissive bends. 
Presumes to combat what his will intends, 
And, void of flattery, no known truth conceals. 
But thus the secrets of his heart reveals. 
Trust me, no pleasure this lone life attends ; 
In sorrow dawns the day, in sorrow ends. 
Since with my fellows I no converse hold, 
Cold is my heart to love, to friendship cold ; 
Yes, Friendship's hallow'd voice, which softly 

binds, 
In willing fetters, fond, congenial minds. 
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Ne'er taught my heart at Pity's call to beat, 
Nor roused the feelings from their torpid seat : 
Love, Heaven's best gift, from my stern presence 

flies, 
Points not for me the glance of virgin eyes, 
Thrills not for me each palpitating vein 
With throbs of torturing rapture, pleasing pain : 
How then, my heart if each fond feeling flies. 
Can Charity uplift it to the skies ? 
Ah ! how for others can I suppliant kneel. 
If for their wants no sympathy I feel ? 

"Man, tho' his days in endless joys were spent,-* 
Such human frailty, — ne'er would be content. 
You, weary of each joy that life can give, 
Eemote from all its duties fain would live : 
Whilst long my heart has vainly sigh'd to know 
The pleasures that from social converse floW. 
K!now, then, by ignorance each is over-prized, 
Yet should not either rashly be despised ; 
By blending both, if such his constant care, 
'Tis man's the utmost earthly bliss to share. 

" Go, then,, and live not for thyself alone ; 
For others' good 'tis thine to mount the throne ; 
And claim thy best, thy just reward — to see 
A thousand beings owe their bliss to thee." 
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IL— SELMONA. 



Eabth's furthest boand, when Rome's proud victor 

bore 
His blood-stun'd eagles to Britannia's shore, 
A few brave warriors, to their country true, 
Unconquer'd, to Damnonia's hiUs withdrew. 

Far from their hallow'd haunts the Druids chased. 
Next to high Heaven, in these their safety placed ; 
And follow'd where they led, with weary feet, 
To seek in groves remote a sad retreat : 
But not unharass'd roved the sacred train, 
Track'd by the foe, o'er many a distant plain. 

Thro' woods and wilds as swift they bend their 
way, 
The fair Selmona feels her strength decay : 
Her sire the Sovereign-Priest ; a virgin she, 
Skill'd in each rite, each Druid mystery. 
Her way-worn feet halt in their languid pace, 
The dew of sickness chills her pallid face. 
She falls — her startled maids the fair surround, 
With fond alarm upraise her from the ground. 
And whilst the tear-drops trickle from their eyes. 
Within their arms the lovely sufferer lies. 

Her sire^ unconscious of her helpless state. 
Onward proceeds and leaves her to her fate ; 
Whilst few indeed were near her to afford 
Aid or defence, with hand, or heart, or sword. 
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Forth from the hostile van the scatter' d spies 
Bush on their rear to seize the tempting prize ; 
Andtho* th' assailants' fiercest blows they brave, 
Vainly they strive their timid charge to save : 
The bold defenders of the virgin train, 
O'erpower'd by numbers, strew the reeking plain. 
And worse than death had been their hapless lot, 
Had not Valerius hastened to the spot, 
To bid his vengeful band the vanquish'd spare. 
And from their force to snatch the suppliant fair. 

Valerius, as the maid her thanks express'd, 
Felt sudden tumults swell within his breast, 
And, with a voice then first by Love inspired, 
Told how her heavenly charms his breast had fired. 
Oft as he breathed th' impassion'd tale, she sigh'd. 
And, blushing, thus, with downcast eye, replied ; 
" Too generous youth I I doubly am thy slave ; 
'Twas thine my honour and my life to save : 
Nor less I value what thy words impart, 
The profiered treasure of thy noble heart." 

Whilst Love's fond feelings thus their lips con- 
fess'd. 
Wild with despair the Druid smote his breast, 
When, for his daughter, 'mid th' assembled train, 
Anxious he looked, but looked, alas ! in vain. 
"Haste, haste!" he cried, "each secret nook ex- 
plore. 
Trace back each step you heedless trod before : 
And grant, Heaven 1 you bring her to my arms 
Safe and unspoil'd in all her virgin charms ! " 
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A ready throng their chief's command obeyed, 
Climbed many a hill, and searched each glen and 

glade. 
When, from afar, he spied his numerous foes, 
Whom, with so few, 'twere madness to oppose, 
Valerias from the trembling maid withdrew ; 
But ere his lips pronounced the sad adieu. 
She Tow'd, and pledged it with a kiss, to send, 
If Heaven the plot should speed, a faithful friend. 
Whose trusty care, ere long, herself to meet, 
Might guide him to some safe, some lone retreat. 

The moon, 'mid her attendant stars, on high. 
Had trod her sovereign orbit thro* the sky, 
Since, with his legion young Valerius sought 
Comubia's wilds, and oft her sons had fought. 
In doubtful strife, near Tamar's sullen tide : 
Yet roam'd his thoughts to yon far happier side. 
Where, in Damnonia's groves, the Druid train 
Mix'd with their mystic rites the hallow'd strain ; 
For, when he heard the hymning voices rise, 
A grateful incense to the vaulted skies, 
His ear, he thought, distinguish'd 'mid the choir, 
Tones that rekindled all a lover's fire. 

Once as beside the silent stream he strayed. 
And mused, by moonlight, on his absent maid. 
The dash of hastening oars alarm'd his ear ; 
Starting, he thought some ambush'd foe was near, 
And swift advancing to the foamy wave, 
Unsheath'd his blade, resolved his fate to brave. 

YOL. n. F 
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A youth approach'd, who rear'd aloft his oar, 
Anchor'd his boat, and boldly leapt on shore. 
" A Briton comes," with fearless voice he cried, 
'< Beneath whose falchion Romans oft have died ; 
But now to free a Roman's breast from pain, 
I dare to tread unarmed this hostile plain, 
I greet thee at Selmona's loved behest : 
Hear then her words, nor slight her fond request. 

" *Tell the young Roman, would he win his fair. 
To Tamar's banks at day-spring to repair ; 
And when the signal on yon rock he sees. 
That rears its head high o'er the pendent trees, 
To climb with silent foot the shelving steep, 
And Heaven forefend he rouse his foes from sleep!'" 

The virgin, ere the dawn had streak'd the skies, 
Starts from her dream of love, in haste to rise. 
Oh I how her heart with throbbing tumult beat. 
How trembled at each step her cautious feet ; 
As, with a timid awe, she climb'd the rock, ' 
Where oft had bled the firstlings of the flock ! 
For none but Nature's hand ere raised the shrine 
Hallow'd by Druid-priests with rites divine. 
The lark's shrill notes that echo'd to her ear. 
Foretold the dawn, the wish'd-for dawn, was near: 
And soon the morn dispell'd the shades of night. 
Whilst earth's full chorus hail'd the welcome light. 

Th' expectant maid her snowy veil unties ; 
And high in air the waving signal flies. 
Her watchful lover, plunging in the tide, 
Scatters with brawny arms the billows wide. 
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Him, wafted safely o'er, and climb'd the height, 
The virgin view'd with eyes of fond delight ; 
And faintly struggled, tho' her heart was pleased, 
When, with his glowing lips, a kiss he seized. 
And he, whilst tears of sympathy she shed. 
Told how his heart, his wounded heart, had bled, 
Since the fond hour, when, or in love or spite, 
Fate gave her charms, then tore them from his 

sight; 
But own'd his present joy his pangs repaid. 
Thus to his breast to clasp his lovely maid. 

Wam'd by the glowing dawn to part in vain. 
Entranced with love the thoughtless pair remain ; 
Heedless what perils ambush round the spot : 
Alas ! how blind, how reckless of their lot ! 
'Twas come, the hour of sacrifice, of praise. 
Due to the sun when crown'd with orient rays. 
Slow to the altar, see ! the train proceeds ; 
Selmona's sire in solemn silence leads. 
Hush'd are their lips, no silver harps resound. 
Scarce are their footsteps heard to tread the ground. 
Around them march, well armed with spear and 

shield, 
A numerous band, train'd in the martial field ; 
Lest with an eye profane, the vulgar crew 
Might dare, unawed, their hallow'd rites to view. 

Th* enamoured pair, regardless who were near, 
Pour'd forth their joy aloud, their love sincere. 
The Druid paused, shock'd at the startling sound. 
The sound of love profane on holy ground, 
F 2 
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His wand he rears, the warriors swift divide, 
And spread, with silent feet, on every side ; 
Then, rushing sudden from the spreading trees, 
Clasp'd in a fond embrace the lovers seize. 

When on his daughter glanced the Druid's eyes, 
He smote his breast then raised them to the skies; 
And, down his beard, that floated on his zone. 
Whilst roU'd the tear, to Heaven thus made his 

moan: 
'' Immortal Powers I who reign supreme above, 
Yet to this nether world extend your love ; 
Who on your votary every blessing shower. 
And blast the sinner in his evil hour ; 
On me, for hourly I your might adore, 
Ah I why on me a flood of fury pour ?" 

Then to the captive pair, his labouring breast 
Its inmost anguish thus anew expressed : 
^'Bash perjured maid I my daughter now no more ; 
Think on the vows, the virgin vows, you swore ! 
Say are the sacred rites so soon forgot. 
That thus you lead, e'en to this sacred spot. 
Where ne'er till now a foot profane has trod, 
A wretch, the foe to Britons and their God ? 
Eoman ! for British blood thou'st shed in flght, 
Shall flow thine own, e'en in thy mistress' sight. 
But, hark I* Andate, to her prophet's ear. 
The wicker-woven Death-God bids us rear, 

* Andate was worshipped by the Druids as the goddess of 
victory. See Davies's Celtic Remains. 
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And in its hollow trunk, a righteous doom, 
With torturing flres his recreant limbs consume. 
Haste, with due rites the awful pile prepare, 
And raise it on this altar high in air : 
For here of love he poured the tenderest tone. 
And here of death shall breathe his latest groan.'' 

The sun, retiring in the glowing west^ 
Had sunk in ocean's wavy bed to rest, 
When marching to the harp's sjmphonious sound. 
Again the Druids paced the hallow'd ground, 
And led the victim 'mid their ranks enchain'd, 
Whose soul, still free, death's coward fears disdain'd. 
Twelve white-robed youths advanced the train 

before. 
And high the sun-enkindled torches bore. 
Now to the altar thrice the Druid bends, — 
And as its summit with firm step ascends 
The dauntless youth — thus breaths his fervent 

prayer : 
" Still, ye Gods ! be Britain still your care ! 
But, chief, Andate ! Britain's guardian power ! 
Thy fondest blessings on thy votaries shower. 
Aided by thee when slaughter dyes the plain, 
'Tis ours the trophies of the fight to gain. 
For this thy victim, load our foes with hate ; 
And, oh I like his be every Roman's fate." 
Grasp'd from the youthful train with hasty hai) . 
Deep in the pile he thrusts the burning brand ; 
And soon enwrapt in wreaths of flickering fire, 
It glows 'mid heaven's wide vault a blazing spi . 
F 3 
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Thither, whilst others in soft slumbers lay, 
The restless virgin trod her silent way ; 
Resolved her heart should share the sad relief, 
Released from doubt, to know its utmost grief : 
For scarce believed she, her indignant sire, 
Were calm reflection but to cool his ire, 
Would dare renew his pitiless command, 
Or claim obedience from the sacred band. 
The rock she gain'd, but there her maddening eye 
Of all she loved saw naught but ashes lie. 
'' Are these the sole remains the flames have spared 
Of him," she cries, " who all my fond hopes shared ? 
Of him, alas ! to whom my heart aspired, 
Train'd by the virtues, and by valour fired ? 
Where now the eye that beams of love display'd, 
And all th' emotions of the soul betray'd ? 
Ah ! where the cheek with blushes mantled o'er ? 
In vain I seek what naught can ere restore. 

" But hark ! methinks Valerius' voice I hear ! 
Yet, oh ! how changed from gentle to severe ! 
Me, and alas ! with justice, you upbraid ; 
Call me, with justice, cruel, thoughtless maid. 
Ah I yes, I led you to the fatal snare — 
And now 'tis mine a righteous doom to share. 
I come, I come — yes, Tamar's fatal wave, 
That brought you to your death, be now my grave." 
Thus in despair the luckless victim cried, 
And instant plunged beneath the foaming tide. 



THE BITBAL SISTERS. 71 



III— THE RURAL SISTERS. 

A FAIRT TALE. 

Deep in a vale, o'erhung with wood, 
Mid moss-crown'd rocks a cottage stood : 
Before it was a winding road ; 
And, near, a foaming river flow'd. 
Beneath its roof, an aged pair 
Bear'd, but, alas ! with partial care. 
Two daughters : Mlra, whom they styled 
I'heir best, becaase their fairest, chfld ; 
And Flora, who, tho' plain in face. 
Was bless'd with every mental grace. 

Poor Flora was constrain'd to go. 
Thro' wind and rain, and frost and snow. 
At morn and eve, her flock to lead. 
Or to, or from, the distant mead ; 
And twice each day she sought the plain. 
The milk-distended kine to drain. 

Fearful the sun and out-door toil 
Would fade her cheek, her hands would soil. 
Her sister seldom trod the ground, 
Save in the garden's shelter'd bound : 
There to select, with anxious care. 
The brightest flowers to deck her hair ; 
Or, on her snowy breast to lie. 
And wave responsive to her sigh : 

F 4 
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For tenderness, the virgin knew, 
Bids every beauty bloom anew. 

Once, o'er the lawn, with early tread, 
And milk-pail balanced on her head. 
As homewards to her cot she hied, 
Flora a female beggar spied. 
Beneath a stunted hedge reclined, 
Sad shelter from the wintry wind. 
A red and ragged cloak she wore ; 
The locks that hid her brow were hoar ; 
Her eyes, with rheumy moisture fill'd. 
The bitter drops of woe distilled. 
And glimmer'd with the horrid glare 
Of anguish, hunger, and despair. 
The sympathy that sway'd her breast. 
Thus Flora, with a sigh, express'd : 
" Cease, hapless stranger ! cease to plain ; 
For sorrow will but swell your pain. 
Of hunger if thou feel'st the rage. 
Or thirst — my pail can this assuage ; 
And that, when I, with speed return. 
Shall give no further cause to mourn." 

The wretch her parching lips applied. 
And quaff'd the renovating tide ; 
Whilst, little distant from the spot, 
The virgin hasten'd to her cot, 
Whence with a liberal hand she bore. 
Of choicest cates, a plenteous store. 
The beggar's tears no longer flowed, 
Her cheek with grateful blushes glow'd ; 
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And smiling, as her eyes she dried, 
Thus to the listening maid she cried : 
" Long haye I joumej'd thro' the night, 
The waning moon scarce gave her light ; 
And as I paced my wilder*d way, 
O'er yon blue mountain dawn'd the day. 
Then with a lighter heart I sped, 
Alas ! to yon deceitful shed ; 
For there (what claims not the dietress'd ?) 
I hoped my weary limbs to rest. 
But there a nymph of fairest mien — 
Yet not so fair in mind I ween — 
Demanded why, and whence, I cune, 
And what my trade, and what my name ; 
And said, * We have no daily cheer 
For beggars or for witches here !'" 

Again she thank'd the maid (who sigh'd 
To learn her sister's heartless pride), 
And cheerfully resumed her road. 
Flora retum'd to her abode. 
Found Mira with her doating sire, 
Consulting, by the blazing fire, 
What ribbons should adorn her vest. 
What flowers should bloom upon her breast. 
When dancing on her natal day, 
'Twas hers each beauty to display. 
With pleasure each revolving year. 
She counted if the day was near ; 
For then the flatt'ring rustics swore 
They wished her many hundreds more. 
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At lengfh arrived the wished-for dawn ; 
The train assembled on the lawn, 
Where Mira joined the sportive choir, 
And fiird each heart with passion's fire. 
In ringlets hung her auburn hair, 
Or floated in the breezy air ; 
Whilst a light robe of purple hue 
Gave every moving grace to view. 

Flora, more humble, wore a gown 
Herself had spun, of modest brown ; 
And tho' not hers those charms to boast 
Her silly sister valued most. 
Yet charms superior she possessed, 
That lay unnoticed in her breast. 

Among the crowd a youth unknown, 
In every manly beauty shone : 
His stately mien, his graceful air, 
His pleased attention to the fair. 
His wit enkindling harmless mirth, 
Bespoke his not ignoble birth. 
Outrivaird, yet each youth admired ; 
Whilst every blushing nymph aspired 
To call him partner in the dance, 
And lured him with love's artful glance. 

At first fair Mira's sparkling eyes 
Boasted that they had won the prize ; 
But soon they glowed with fiercer fire. 
The lightning of indignant ire ; 
When they beheld, with dread alarm. 
Flora's possessed a stronger charm. 
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Tho' beauty the fond eye admires, 
Yet, oft full soon mere beauty tires ; 
Unless the conquests it has gain'd 
£^ by the heart and mind sustain'd. 

Beneath an oak as Flora sat, 
And charm'd him with her artless chat, 
Her rival sister, fill'd with spleen, 
Retired behind the tree unseen ; 
And hoped that what the youth might say. 
His name and purpose would betray ; 
And prove him skill*d in falsehood's art, 
To gain a virgin's heedless heart ; 
For this would please her envious mind, 
That with envenom'd spite, designed 
Her sister's honour to defame, 
And blast the youth's unsullied name. 

But, as she stood with list'ning ear, 
A female cloth'd in rags drew near, 
(The same, that scorning, she before 
Had chased with hatred from her door,) 
Who straight the ambush'd maid expos'd. 
And all her jealous arts disclosed. 
Then, whilst they gazed in wild surprise. 
The beggar's weeds before their eyes 
Changed to rich robes of dazzling white, 
As wove by sylphs with rays of light : 
And, straining Flora to her breast. 
She thus the wond'ring maid address'd : 

" Albert, this youth, tho' here unknown, 
Is born to grace a royal throne. 
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When first he breath'd the vital air, 
I took him to my guardian care. 
And think not 'twas a luckless hour 
That gave him to my fost'ring power : 
A fairy, e'en 'mid fairies famed, 
By them Tm good Alina named : 
On earth my fond employ to find 
Whose are the graces of the mind; 
Deck them with Virtue's glorious crown, 
And bless them with her bright renown. 

Awhile has Albert reign'd alone : 
Without a partner to his throne ; 
For lighter is a monarch's care, 
Divided with a virtuous fair. 
Long have I sought, but sought in vain. 
Among the haughty courtier train, 
A virgin ignorant of ill. 
His throne with nuptial bliss to fill. 

At length determined, in disguise. 
To search for such a peerless prize, 
I roam'd the spacious world around, 
Before, in you, that prize I found. 
Your hand my feign'd distress relieved ; 
Your bosom at my sorrows grieved — 
This youth, my best reward, I give : 
And blest, and blessing may you live ; 
Wield the just sceptre of command. 
And rule, beloved, a happy land ! 
But as for yonder envious fair. 
Due punishment shall be her share. 
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Her beauteous but deceitful face 
Shall swift be stripp'd of every grace." 

She ceased — and, ere the words were said, 
Her cheek was pale, her beauty fled, 
As roses lose their bloom and die 
When Boreas rages thro' the sky. 
Whilst Flora (you may think it strange) 
Sustains as great, as swift a change : 
Her face and form that erst were plain, 
More than her sister's charms attain. 
The fairy waves her wand, and lo ! 
Two-wing'd steeds, as white as snow. 
Whirl thro' the air a silver car, 
More swift, more bright, than falling star : 
There, seated 'mid the happy pair, 
She guides them thro' the yielding air ; 
And speeds their way to realms unknown, 
To rule with virtue on a throne. 
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IV. — CERWALD. 



Faib as the swan that rears her neck of pride, 

And laves her breast in Tavy's rapid tide, 

The maid Elburga, in her humble cot, 

Envied no high-born beauty's nobler lot : 

And yet thus low, two princely thanes confessed 

Her virgin charms had fired their youthful breast. 

Cerwald, who won, and justly won, her love, 
Brave as the hawk, was gentle as the dove. 
His rival, Oswin, with seductive art. 
Strove but in vain to rob him of her heart : 
In strength a lion yet concealed he lay, 
And, like the tiger, sprung upon his prey. 

As gleams the lightning thro' the midnight sky, 
So flash'd the fire from Oswin's wrathful eye. 
When, 'mid the vaulted choir, St. Rumond's shrine,* 
Erst raised by Orgar, heard the words divine 
That gave Elburga to her favoured youth, 
And crown'd their vows of constancy and truth. 
That innocence is doubly arm'd he knew. 
And thence from Cerwald's hated sight withdrew, 
To where no eye might mark the rankling fire 
Enkindled in his own by fiend-like ire ; 
Tho' most believed he left his native spot. 
To mourn in solitude his hapless lot : 
For none dared think he plann'd the hellish snare. 
To kill his rival and possess the fair. 
♦ Tavistock Abbey. 
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Cerwald to brave the dangers of the chase, 
Stole, half reluctant, from the fond embrace 
And snowy bosom of his anxious bride, 
Soon as the sunbeam ting*d the eastern tide. 
No youth like him the tangling net could lay, 
Or from his covert rouse the savage prey; 
No youth so dexterous with the pointed spear 
To pierce th* opposing wolf, or flying deer. 
A thousand wolf-skins lin'd his lofty walls, 
A thousand antlers grac'd his spacious halls ; 
Where oft the bowl from hand to hand went round, 
And Echo answer'd to mirth's jovial sound. 

Swift to the moor his steed directs his course, 
Where Tavy issues from its constant source ; 
Cheer'd by his master's voice the well train'd hound 
With many a double snuff'd the dewy ground : 
But, ere was roused the wolf or bristly boar. 
The hills re-echoed with the tempest's roar. 
The raging winds in whistling eddies blew, 
And o'er the Tors thick clouds of darkness threw. 
A wat'ry torrent issued from their womb, 
And the red flash by fits dispelFd the gloom. 
His steed,' whilst forked lightnings play'd around. 
And pealing thunders shook the rocky ground, 
With ears erect, and eyes that shunn'd the glare. 
Snorted with fear, and trembling paw'd the air ; 
E'en the fierce chase the crouching dogs suspend. 
And with their hideous howls the welkin rend ; 
E'en on the youth unwonted feelings stole, 
And fear possess'd his once undaunted soul. 
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Resolved, at Iftst, some sheltered spot to find, 
A spacious cavern he recalled to mind ; 
Where, when with hunting weary and the heat, 
He oft had found, at noon, a cool retreat : 
A murm*ring stream that tumbles down its side. 
With draughts delicious his parch'd lips supplied. 
When from the scrip that at his belt he wore. 
He drew the scanty but refreshing store. 
Thither the tempest-beaten huntsman hied, 
And to a branching tree his courser tied. 

As, far within, a rocky seat he sought. 
Groans of distress the ear of Cerwald caught. 
Through winding vaults he swift pursued the sound, 
And saw a peasant stretched upon the ground ; 
Where through a narrow cleft the glimm'ring ligh 
Scarce show'd to Pity's eye the mournful sight. 
Through his torn garb with clotted gore besmearV 
A recent wound upon his breast appeared ; 
His bending arm half sheltered from his view 
The stranger's visage, of a pallid hue. 

Complaining to the echoing rocks alone. 
He thought no mortal heard his piteous moan. 
Till Cerwald spoke ; when, turning on his side. 
He slowly rais'd his head and thus he cried : 
" Thy pardon, Cerwald ! ere I yield my breath, 
I vainly ask, for know I plann'd thy death." 

" Heaven I was it Oswin," then, the youth replies, 
" That fiird the cavern with his mournful cries ? 
Tho' we were rivals, yet a foe distressed, 
Removes all rancour from a gen'rous breast/' 
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Then thus exclaim'd, anew, in accents hoarse, 
The dying penitent with failing force : 
" Thou could'st not, Cerwald ! didst thou learn the 

whole, 
^orgiye mj crime, and ease mj guilty soul : 
Nor can I ask it, tho' thy heart, I know, 
Melts at the aspect of another's woe : 
Yet if thou hear me I shall feel relief; 
Expiring nature bids my tale be brief. 

** I knew, as oft Fve join'd thee in the chase. 
Thou lov'st to hie thee to this sheltered place : 
And here, beneath this rough disguise, I bore 
A trusty blade to drink thy hated gore. 
Whilst, press'd with hunger, I the wood explored. 
To find the scanty fruit its trees afford, 
A beast that mark'd me for his easy prey. 
As crouch'd behind a tangled bush he lay, 
Rush'd from his covert ere I heard his roar. 
And with his cruel fangs my bosom tore ; 
But as I fell my poignard swift I drew, 
Transfix'd his throat, and thus the savage slew : 
Whilst scarce my feet could bear their wonted load, 
I, weak with loss of blood, retrac'd the road, 
To die, repentant in this lonely cave, 
Designed at first, O Cerwald ! for thy grave ! 

*^ The voice I hear that calls me hence away ; 
I see the deipons watching for their prey : 
What pangs ! what torments am I doom'd to bear ! 
Spare me, ye furies ! oh, in mercy spare ! ** 
Thus horror-struck with frantic voice he cried. 
And, struggling, in the arms of Cerwald died. 

VOL, u. <i 
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v.— CONBADE AND PHCEBE : 

A FAIBT TALB. 
I. 

When Arthur o'er the British land 
Wielded the sceptre of command. 

And fairies danced the green ; 
There lived, tho* all unknown to fame 
(The gentle Conrade was his name) 

A youth of noble mien. 

n. 
Forced by the rigour of his lot, 
He left, tho' loath, his native cot, 

Whence aU his joys were flown j 
And, guided by the queen of night, 
That pour'd around her silvery light, 

Pursued his way alone. 

m. 
At length he reach'd, with lingVing pace, 
A lofty mountain's rocky base ; 

And, as he look'd around, 
Beheld a rude but beaten road. 
That led, he hoped, to some abode. 

As up the steep it wound. * 

IV. 

Swift o'er the path his steps he sped. 
And saw that to a cave it led. 
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With roots and shrubs o'ergrown : 
Where oft the flocks for shelter hie, 
When tempests rend the lurid sky, 

And clouds on clouds are blown. 

V. 

Beneath its roof, to lay his head, 
He found of moss a downy bed ; 

But sought in vain for rest. 
Seldom the wretch enjoys repose. 
Who feels, tho' undeserved, the woes 

That rack the human breast. 

VI. 

Despairing from the ground he sprung. 
And thus his breast with anguish wrung, 

Thus breathed aloud his pain ; 
*^ Me, why, alas I should envious Fate 
Pursue with unrelenting hate, 

A poor defenceless swain ?** 

vn. 
He paused, and thought a voice more sweet 
Than hers who listens to repeat * 

Resounded in his ear ; 
And, thither, as he turned his ^yes. 
Beheld, with pleasure and surprise, 

A lovely female near. 

• Echo. 
o 2 
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vm. 
" Suppress, unhappy youth I your grief ; 
And deign," she cried, " tho* ne'er so brief, 

Your sorrows to relate. 
For, sovereign of the fairy train. 
Haply 'tis mine to ease your pain. 

And change your luckless &te." 

IX. 

Young Conrade bow'd with artless grace, 
And whilst a blush o'erspread his face, 

Thus her command obey'd : 
" Dread Queen ! forgive my tears, and know 
The bitter source whence thus they flow — 

I love a beauteous maid. 

X. 

" Her father, swollen with, high-born pride, 
Swore she should never be my bride ; 

A youth so mean and poor : 
But still by secret stealth we met ; 
And oft the tear our cheek would wet, 

To count our sorrows o'er. 

XL 

'* Tho' to resign her charms I fear'd, 
Hope's flattering smiles my bosom cheer'd ; 

But now those^smiles are past ! 
My Phoebe, from the castle fled. 
Leaves me the lonely tear to shed — 

And this may prove my last ! 
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xn. 
" For know, her sire, as tho' my arms 
Had spoiled him of her treasured charms, 

(Would Heaven that it were true !) 
Tries with his train my feet to trace : 
. As blood-hounds in the nightly chase 

The loaded thief pursue." 

xm. 
And thus the fairy — "Why despair? 
Ere long shalt thou behold thy fair, 

And gain whatever thou ask ; 
If first thou'lt grant me my" request. 
To do (for so my high behest) 

A bold and arduous task. 

XIV. 

" But, ere my lips the secret tell. 
Prepare to follow where I dwell. 

Yet may I thus rely ? " 
The grateful youth with transport cries, 
" Aught will I do for such a prize : 

Yes ! tho' 'twere e'en to die ! " 

XV. 

Her ivory wand the fairy reared. 
And 'mid the sky, a car appear'd, 

That four wing'd dragons drew, 
With fangs of steel and scales of gold : 
It lighten'd as their eyes they roU'd, 

It thunder'd as they flew. 
o 3 
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XVI. 
With Conrade in the car she springs, 
The dragons spread their radiant wings ; 

And, when she shakes the reins. 
Swift as the beams of mom thej rise, 
Fierce thro' the clouds that veil the skies. 

And spurn the earthlj plains. 

xvn. 
Her train as dew-drops of the morn, 
Suspended on the flowery thorn, 

Hang round the buoyant car : 
Whilst Conrade, tho' he soar'd on high, 
Still earthward bent his lingering eye ; 

From all he loved how far ! 

xvm. 
Now as the eagle, 'mid the skies, 
Below a fluttering dove espies 

And pounces on his prey. 
Aloft the dragons cease to soar. 
But downward, swifter than before, 

Pursue their trackless way. 

XIX. 

When nearer to the earth they drew, 
A gorgeous palace met their view. 

" Yon pile," he ask'd, " where shine 
Gems, mix'd with pearls of fairest mould. 
Whose very threshold glows with gold . . ? " 

The fairy cried " Is mine." 
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XX. 

Low knelt the guards with royal state, 
As smiling, thro' the outward gate, 

The wond'ring youth she led ; 
And, entering now the vaulted hall. 
Her train, obedient to her call. 

The regal banquet spread. 

XXL 

As Conrade quafTd the mantling bowl, 
He felt its influence fire his soul, 

And dissipate his woe. 
The cheering draught dispelled his pain, 
And Pleasure, thro' each tingling vein, 

Bade the wild current flow. 

xxn. 
The banquet o'er, the fairy cried, 
" Now, Conrade I be thy valour tried : 

'Tis thine to give me aid. 
A giant genius famed in fight, 
And great in malice as in might, 

Detains my favourite maid. 

xxm. 
'^ Know if thy daring hand shall bind 
This foe of all the fairy kind. 

And save the hapless fair ; 
What meed soe'er thou shalt desire. 
What favour from my hands require. 

Ask — and 'tis thine to share." 

O 4 
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xxrv. 
" Phoebe the prize, FU do the deed 
Or in thy service nobly bleed,** 

The youth with ardour cries. 
Her train the well-stored armoury sought. 
And thence, hand join'd to hand, they brought 

A sword of wondrous size. 

XXV. 

" Tho* mortal might," she said, " would fail 
To lift it, yet shalt thou prevail ; 

For I have braced thine arm. 
Take then the sword thy strength to try." 
He grasp'd the blade, and rear'd it high. 

To prove her powerful charm. 

XXTL 

She waves her wand — the dragans rise — 
Again they soar, and, thro' the skies, 

Convey th' adventurous pair : 
While pants the youth his foe to meet, 
Lay the proud genius at his feet, 

And free th' imprison'd fair. 

XXVII. 

The fairy pulls the curbing reins ; 
They dart from the ethereal plains. 

And swift are on the ground. 
'Twas near a wild and gloomy wood. 
That seem'd for ages to have stood. 

And thrown its horrors round. 
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xxvni. 
"Mark! youth!" she cried, "yon winding road : 
'Twill lead thee to thy foe's abode ; 

A dark and yawning cave. 
Yet fear not, Conrade ! well I know 
Thine arm shall crush the haughty foe : 

For thou art good as brave." 

XXIX. 

A flush of joy o'erspread his face, 

As with waved hand and quickening pace, 

He left the fairy queen. 
Nor long the pathway he pursued, 
Ere the wide opening cave he view'd, 

The tangled shrubs between. 

XXX. 

The shaggy bramble lined its side. 
Beneath it roar'd a foaming tide, 

And thorns o'erhung its head ; 
Within, a taper faintly gleam'd : 
To Orpheus' startled eye so seem'd 

The mansions of the dead. 

XXXI. 

With foot undaunted he draws near, 
And eyes, but not with cautious fear. 

The Vild'ring scene around. 
Entering, he sees his giant foe ; 
Hoarse as the torrent's wildest flow, 

Whose words tremendous sound. 
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TCTCTCU. 

" Who art thou, wretch ! whose daring feet 
Thus bear thee here thy death to meet, 

In this my cave ?" he cries : 
Indignant, the bold youth replied, 
*^ No longer in those threats confide, 

Thy fury I despise. 

" Monster of vice, Tm come to save 
A maid, whom in this lonely cave, 

Thou woo'st to thy embrace. 

Instant resign her to my power ^ 

The genius, rising like a tower. 

Lifts high his pond'rous mace. 

XXXIV. 

But Conrade dealt the ready blow. 
Which, the poised weapon of his foe 

Dash'd from his bootless grasp. 
Unwonted dread the giant feels, 
Nor more resists, but backward reels, 
, With rage and fear to gasp. 

XXXV. 

"In vain," cries Conrade, "wouldst thou try 
Thy weapon in my blood to dye ; 

Cease then thy useless strife : 
For know this steel my life defends." 
The vanquished genius lowly bends, 

And begs his recreant life. 
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XXXTL 

" Conduct me to th' imprisoned fair," 
He cries, ^^ and I thy life will spare." 

The genius takes the light ; 
And swift unbars the massy doors, 
Conrade the winding vaults explores, 

Dripping with damps of night. 

XXXVlL 

He hears the prisoner's frantic cry, 
" Curst tyrant ! rather would I die 

Than meet thy foul embrace." 
The giant stops. — The youth, alone, 
In pity to her hopeless moan, 

Proceeds with hurried pace. 

xxxyin« 
The virgin, stretching forth her arms, 
Throws back her head, and hides her charms. 

He speaks — she lifts her eyes — 
When, still in all her native grace, 
He sees his own loved Fhosbe's face, 

And to her bosom flies. 

" Is this my love ? my trial's o'er. 
Heavens ! am I blest with thee once more? 

Thus was her joy express'd. 
The dungeon gleam'd with sudden light ; 
And thus the fay, unveil'd to sight, 

Th' enamour'd pair address'd. 
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XL. 

'^ Oft tho' the good are doom'd to bear 
The galling loads of woe and care, 

B7 envious Fate oppressed ; 
Yet Heaven, all-bounteous, from its store, 
At last its choicest gifts will pour, 

And cheer th' afflicted breast." 
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MIDSUMMER EVE* 

ScABCE sbeds the moon, through rolling clouds, 

A faint and flickering light ; 
Long has the wearied villager 

Shared the " deep sleep " of night. 

Slow o'er the churchyard's lonely path 

Young Edward bends his way, 
Where bodies from life's cares and toils 

Rest till the judgment day. 

* A superstition prevails in the west of England, that if 
any one has courage sufficient to look throng^ the key^hole 
of the church door at midnight, on Midsummer Eve, he will 
see walk, in regular procession, all those persons in the 
parish who are destined to die within the year. A traidition, 
still extant in Tavistock, avers, that a young man, a bell- 
ringer, named Luggar, tried the experiment on the fatal eve ; 
and seeing himself walking amongst the shadowy train, he 
was so shocked that he went home and died immediately 
after. He was buried (with the beUs muffled whilst tolling 
for his fdneral) in Tavistock churchyard. This ballad ap- 
peared in the tale of "Fitz of Fitz-ford." 
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Yews drear as death, in lengthening rows, 
Spread a chill gloom around ; 

Beneath the verdant vault, his steps 
In startling echoes sound. 

The bat, in circles o*er his head, 

On leathern pinion flits. 
What time, 'tis said, the wailing ghost 

His narrow; mansion quits. 

With heart undaunted he proceeds 

To where, amid the skies, 
The spire uplifts his haughty head, 

And wind and storm defies. 

He enters now the frowning porch 
That guards the hallowed door ; 

And seated on its smooth-worn bench. 
Thus cons his purpose o'er. 

*^ Here till the hour of midnight sound, 

With patient heed I stay : 
Such is my Emma's fond command, 

And gladly I obey. 

" Long though so coy, the yielding maid 

Has smiled on my request ; 
To-morrow quits a mother's care, 

And seeks a husband's breast. 
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"What joys were mine, when thus she cried, 

*I know my Edward's true; 
My mother and my home Til leare 

To live and die with you I 

« <By arts which now I blush to ow% 

I oft your love have tried j 
Whether your courage be as strong, 

Yourself shall now decide. 

** ^Midsummer's awful eve is near, 
When they irhose hearts are bold 

May at the great church-door, 'tis said,*. 
The train of death behold. 

" ^ There, through the keyhole (such the tale) 

At midnight hour, the eje 
Sees those slow pacing through the aia£b 

Who. in the year shall di^ 

: '< < Learn whether, then, the virgin titain — 

If you the sight can brave — 
Shall lead me to the nuptial bowei^ 
Or bear me to the graven 

" * For why^ short joy to either heart, 
Should wedlock join our hands ; 

If death, to pierce each heart the more^' 
So soon shall break the bands ?'" 

VOL. II. H 
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Now through the sacred pile resounds 

The long last hour of night ; 
To the broad kejhole bends the youth, 

And through it darts his sight, . 

Bright through the windows bursts the moon, 

And pours her beams around ; 
He hears, re-echoing through the aisles, 

Slow footsteps tread the ground. 

Instant he sees a numerous train 

Approach in solemn pace ; 
A sable shroud each form enwraps, 

And pale is every face I 

He watch'd $ and, ere to aisles remote. 

The spectres slow withdrew, 
Most if not all the ghastly train 

The youth, with horror, knew. 

Some doomed in manhood's prime to fall ; 

And some in woman's charms ; 
And mothers, with their new-born babes 

Reposing in their arms. 

The feeble forms of hoary age 

Pass on with tott'ring knees : 
A cold sweat bathes his shudd'ring limbs 

When, last, himself he sees I 
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Another Edward meets his eye, 

And ends the horrid train I 
His breath is stopped, his eyes are fixM, 

His bosom throbs with pain. 

His locks are stiffened with affright, 

His breast distends with sighs, 
Scarce can his limbs support him home : 

He enters — falls — and dies ! 



THE AFRICAN. 

On Afric's shores, a virgin's eye 
Prefers, to blashing white. 

The manly cheeks' unvarying dye. 
Dark as the wing of night 

Tis his her fondest smiles to share 
Who the wild chase pursues ; 

And cleaving with his shaft the air, 
Its barb in gore imbrues. 

When Seli poised the polishM dart, 
Or strain'd the sounding bow. 

Each maid that saw him felt a smart 
More poignant than his blow. 

H S 
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Of all the virgins that aspired 
To move his haughty breast. 

Zona, by no ambition fired, 
His heart with love impressed. 

Tho' distant from the maid he dwelt, 
He oft her presence sought ; 

Low at her feet enamoured knelt, 
And told his every thought 

Once whilst the beam of parting day 
Danced on the western tide, 

A fawn he chased, a timid prey. 
And pierced its panting side. 

Reckless of distance or of toil, 

He flew his Love to greet. 
And proudly lay the bleeding spoil, 

In triumph, at her feet. 

Now its grey summit, crown'd with wood, 
The well-known mountain regiT'd, 

Close at whose base her cottage stood, 
Long to his heart endear'd. 

But, sudden as he nearer drew. 

He saw its lofty head. 
Crested with clouds of darkest hue, 

Deep-tinged with fiery red. 
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His fancy painted to his eye, 
Perched on the towering height, 

The stormy tyrant * of the sky. 
Prepared to wing its flight. 

To save his threatened Love he sped, 

Lest, with terrific sound, 
The tempest, bursting o'er her shed, 

Should hurl its ruins round. 

When nearer to the spot he came, 

He heard his Zona's cries ; 
And from her cottage, wrapt in flame, 

Saw the dense smoke arise. 

'Twas kindled by a ruthless band, 

Who dared the ocean's wave, 
To make, within his native land, 

A fellow man their slave. 

Still flercer tortures rack his breast — 

He sees his lovely maid 
E'en in a stranger's arms compress'd, 

And loud imploring aid. 

An arrow from his belt he drew. 
And strain'd the trembling bow : 

Swift from his hurried hand it flew — 
But Zena felt the blow ! 

• Tornado. 
H 3 
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The stranger thought a hostile train 

In secret ambush lay : 
And, to his comrades, o'er the plain, 

Fled from his bleeding prey. 

Her lover hastened to the maid. 
And raised her from the ground. 

But vain, alas ! the hand to aid 
That dealt the fatal wound. 

"Zena!** he cried, "Ah! raise thine eye; 

In me thy murderer view. 
Yes, look on Seli, Love I for I 

Th' accursed weapon threw." 

To hear him, 'mid the pangs of death, 

A smile illumed her cheek ; 
And struggling with her latest breathy 

She strove her love to speak. 

" Grieve not, for well may I forgive 

The blow that Seli gave. 
And better, sure, to die, than live, 

Unless with thee, a slave ! 

" I, Seli I by thine arm am free : 

And, if I know thy love, 
Thou soon with joy wilt follow me 

To realms of bliss above." 
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She Bigb'd, and gently sunk to rest : 
When, with a maddening groan, 

He plucked the weapon from her breast, 
And plunged it in his own. 



THE DBUm MAID. 

Faib as the lilies of the vale 

He cull'd her hair to braid, 
Was she whom young Adolwic loved, 

Clutha, the Druid maid* 

Whilst at the hour of prayer, her heart, 
To Heaven enraptured, soar'd. 

He knelt^ and, gazing on her charms. 
His God thro' her adored. 

Before the Druid Chief, her sire. 
The youth a suppliant bent ; 

Besought him to unite their hands. 
And won his fond consent 

The morn design'd their vows to crown 
Blush'd lovelier than the rose ; 

Nor less adorn'd, the early maid 
Forsook her short repose. 
H 4 
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With oak-wreath'd crowns, in robes of white, 
The Bards their harps had strung, 

And to the altar pacing slow, 
A hymn sjmphonious sang. 

The happy lovers, 'mid the choir 

Their mingling voices raised, 
And, as with rival zeal inspired, 

Their great Creator praised. 

Then, to the youth's, the Druid priest 
Join'd Clutha's hand, and cried, 

** Adolwic ! in my duteous child 
Receive a duteous bride. 

"This maid, unsullied as the snow,^ 

To thee, dear youth, I give. 
And may she ever pure as now, 

To bless her husband, live ! 

" But, Clutha, prove, thyself, my child, 

What thus to vouch I dare. 
That thou thy virgin vows hast kept, 

Before this altar swear." 

Clutha her father's voice obey'd. 

And knelt with downcast eye : 
When Osred wildly rush'd between, 

And raised his hand on high. 
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''Lest Heaven the perjured maid should blast 

With guilt-avenging fire, 
I here," h© cried, " my crime confers, 

And dare thy powerful ire. 

" I swear by Ogmius • — mark my oath — 

And all the powers above^ 
That Clutha in my circling arms 

Has yielded to my love." 

The sage in silence fix'd his eyes 

Full on his daughter's face ; 
Whilst, swift, Adolwic, red with tage, 

Flew to the maid's embrace. 

Then fierce to Osred as he turn'd, 

He knit his scornful brows, 
And cried, " Base wretch I 'tis false, the maid 

Is faithful to her vows. 

" For this, my vengeful blade shall cause 

Thy recreant blood to flow." 
His falchion from his side he drew, 

And rush'd to deal the blow. 

The Druid to Adolwic sprung 5 

His arm uplifted stayed ; 
And bidding him his wrath suppress, 

The youth, tho' loath, obey'd. 

♦ Ogmius was the Celtic Hercules, or god of the streugth 
or force of eloquence. 
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By love and pangs parental cross'd, 

The wretched father cried, 
" What ! can mj Clutha be despoiFd 

Of everj virgin's pride ? 

** To utter falsehood or deceit 
Were Osred's lips ne'er known ; 

If innocent, with others' guilt 
Why implicate his own ? 

" Haste then, let Heaven alone decide : 

The ordeal swift prepare. 
And, sanctioned thus, since mine the power 

To punish or to spare ; 

" Know, Osred ! if thy guilt be proved^ 

'Tis thine in flames to die." 
" With joy thy sentence I'll abide," 

Was Osred's stern reply. 

Unequal on the plain, were ranged 
Nine plough-shares glowing red. 

Between them none but virtuous feet, 
(Dire proof I) unharm'd could tread. 

A bandage o'er the virgin's eyes, 

Her sad companions tyed : 
The father wept, the lover groan'd, 

But Clutha never sigh'd. 
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With firm unhesitating pace, 

O'er one unhurt she pass'd. 
Her tender foot, unsandal'd, step'd, 

In safety, o'er the last. 

With shouts, hy rapturous joy inspired. 

The Druids rent the air. 
And swift with ontstretch'd arms, the youth 

Flew to his spotless Fair. 

The veil he from her eyes unbound. 

And to complete his bliss, 
Clasp'd to his breast the blushing maid, 

And snatched a hasty kiss ! 

And now before her aged sire, 
Link'd hand in hand, they knelt ; 

Whose tears, far more than words, express'd 
The inward joys he felt. 

"Receive, Adolwic ! from my hands, 

In all the bloom of youth, 
Her who before Heaven's face has proved 

Her innocence and truth." 

Thus said — he raised the happy pair. 

And turning fiercely round, 
Exclaim'd, " The perjured Osredbind, 

And stake him to the ground. 
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" Around the wretch pile high the wood, 

And bid it blaze with fire : 
So shall the culprit for his crimes 

In torturing flames expire." 

Before her sire the virgin fell ; 

Her arms embraced hie knee : 
" O I give," she cried, " the wretched youth 

His life and liberty I" 

He paused ; and thus at length replied, 

" I grant thy earnest prayer, 
Tet none but such a heart as thine 

His forfeit life would spare." 

As Clutha rose, her blooming cheek 

A grateful tear o'erflow'd ; 
And, stronger, in Adolwic's eye, 

The beam of rapture glow'd. 

« No longer I the fatal truth," 

Cried Osred, " can conceal : 
Conscience with threat'ning voice commands, 

And I my guilt reveaL 

" Long have I loved the beauteous maid, 

And sigh'd, alas ! in vain : 

For not one look of pitying love 

Believed my hopeless pain. 
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*' Mad with despair to see the maid 

Become my rival's wife, 
I dared her falsely to accuse, 

I loved e'en more than life. 

" By this, I hoped the youth would scorn 

To wed a faithless Fair ; 
And I, to heal the wound I gave, 

The virgin's hand should share. 

" Tho' Clutha pardons all her wrongs. 

And thou, too, bidst me live ; 
Tho' e'en my rival rules his ire, 

Can I myself forgive ?" 

Thus said, his falchion swift he drew, 

And plunged it in his side. 
He fell, and writhing with the pain, 

'Mid shrieks of horror died. 
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JUYENILE POEMS/ 

BRITISH IDYLS. 

L— THE THISTLE .♦ 

I. 
As Susan with Peggy — for lowly tho' fair, 

Poor Betsy but moved in their train — 
Whilst scarce felt her ringlets the breath of the air, 

Once roam'd with light heart o*er the plain ; 
To Peggy, while gathering a thistle, she cried, 

" We now, my dear playmate, may see 
How soon we shall each share the joys of a bride — 

Nor care I how shortly it be. 

n. 
"'Tis certain that Robert beholds with fond eyes — 

Ah ! blush not to own it — thy charms ; 
And wrongly I guess or young Harry oft sighs 

For my heart with a Lover's alahns. 

* The superstition on which this tale is founded is still 
common among the peasantry in the West of England. 
VOL. 11. I 
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As oft as I blow, from this tliistle's grej head 

To puff the light down all away, 
Of years a like number (you know) ere she wed, 

*Tis fated your Susan must stay/* 

in, . 
With cheeks full inflated the damsel thrice blew, 

Of down ere the plant she could bare ; 
Whilst that on her rival's more swift from it flew; 

Dispersed by two puffs in the air. 
Said Peggy, "Her chance 'tis now Betsy's to try," 

When Susan exclaim'd with a sneer, 
''Alas ! who with Betsy should venture to vie, 

Ma/ well have just reason to fear ! 

rv. 
" Since her heart, all so humble, ne'er scruples to 
own 
That her parents, tho' honest, are poor. 
And conquering false pride, she's so notable grown. 

That she adds to, not takes from their store ; 
Sure ne'er can she fail by her virtues to gain 

Some youth not o'erburden'd with gold. 
Or (since she 's thus known to be careful) some 
swain 
Whp's thrifty and wealthy —but old." 

v. 
Then Peggy, who mark'd, tho' she dared not to 
speak, 
A tear of wrong'd worth dew her eye, 
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With a kiss of affection impress'd Betsy's cheek, 

And gave her a thistle to try. 
From her bosom a sigh of refusal she drew. 

That told what her suffering had been ; 
But Peggy so press'd her, she took it, and blew — 

And the down was no more to be seen. 

As Betsy she eyed with a rude scornful leer, 

'Mid laughter contemptuous and loud, 
Young Harry, the shepherd, who chanced to draw 
near. 

To Susan respectfully boVd. 
The cause of her mirth he requested, and heard. 

When closing her taunts thus she cried : 
*'And thou, too, wilt laugh at a thought so absurd, — 

Next year will see Betsy a bride." 

vn. 
"'Tis my hope," he ezclaim'd, "long ere this that 
the Fair 
Will refuse not to call me her spouse ! 
For now I with pleasure the secret declare ; 
* Long, long have I paid her my vows : 
And know that my love I had boasted before, 

But oft she forbade it and said, 
* Oh strive to forget me : I'm homely and poor — 
Be yours some rich beauty to wed.' " 
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IL— THE SHEARER. 



Sylyait, a youth who twlee nine springs had seen, 
Whose heart was perfect as his outward mien. 
Ne'er threw his arms a parent's neck around. 
But, from a child, a sire in Anselm found ; 
Anselm, an aged and a wealthy awain, 
Who trusted to his charge his fleecy train. 

Once at the dawn he sought the distant moor, 
Where now contending with the torrent's roaf , 
Now proudly swelling on the mountain gale, 
His dog's wild bark resounds o'er hill and dale ; 
To gather in a flock, his bleating charge, 
That for Spring pasture long had roam'd at large; 
And drive them homeward, o'er the dusty road, 
To ease them, panting, of their woolly load. 

Led by his daughter, fair as mom's bright star, 
Anselm, who heard the shepherd's pipe from far. 
Advanced with ^miles th' awaited youth to meet, 
Who felt bis heart at Anna's blushes beat. 
And soon, beneath a shady oak, he spied 
A rural circle, a clear stream beside ; 
Who, as they whetted for their helpless prey 
Their shining shears, attuned the choral lay. 

One sturdy rustic seizes now the dam 
Whilst on the margin bleats the anxious lamb. 
And hurls her headlong in the foaming wave, 
From dust and sweat her curling fleece to lave : 



'■V^'---'Sf>*?»'' 



BKITISH IBTLSi UT 



Another, bending o'er the rock below, 
Where, 'mid the shallower tide tall rushes grow, . 
Clasps his drench'd arms her frighted breast around. 
And gently lifts her to the mossj ground : 
Where, whilst she still with causeless terror quakes, 
From her cleansed Heete the mistj drops she shakes. 

High o'er the rest the ram his head uprears. 
And claims dominion from his strength and years, 
But boasts la vain his vigour to wlilistand, 
For a bold youth with sturdy will and hand 
Grasps the curl'd weapon of his haughty head» 
His pmudest rivals oft beheld with dread. 
And lays the captive prostrate on the ground ; 
Where 'mid his bending knees triumphant bound, 
In vajn he struggles : from his pointing side, 
The boastful conqueror strips his woolly pride. 

The maid, iieclined as on a fleecy throne, 
(In regal robes no fairer dame e'er shone) 
Fondles her favourite bmb, but not disdains 
To view the labours of her sutject swains. 
Each sighs, in secret her behest to hear. 
That none but he the favourite lamb may shear. 
But soon on Sylvan she bestows the prize : 
And love and gratitude illume his eyes. 
When secret glances to the maid he steals ; 
For naught his triumph to the rest reveals, 

I^eneath the bubbling pitch they stir the flame. 
Stamp on their close-shorn sides their master's 
name, 
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And pouring from their pens the bleating traini ' 
The living deluge whitens all the plain. 

Now to the jovial throng, their labours o'er, 
Their generous master spreads his festive store^ 
Then at his left hand straight the youth he placed 
(Her father's right whilst loVely Anna graced) 
And, pointing to the flock that ranged the mead. 
To Sylvan tum'd, and cried, " Yon woolly breed, 
I to thy father's generous friendship owe : 
For whom my tears shall ne'er forget to flow. 
Sylvan I in thee remembrance loves to trace 
The heart-limn'd features of his manly face : 
Like thee, dear youth ! he pour'd the rural strain, 
That e'en from rivals would loud plaudits gain. 

'^ Once, at a village wake, he tuned his lay, 
And bore the prize, a pregnant ewe, away ; 
But lived not long his triumph to enjoy: 
For soon the sheep and thee, his in^t boy, 
To me entrusting with his latest breath — 
His only wealth — he closed his eyes in death. 
This flock, rich offspring of the fruitful ewe^ 
Sylvan, is thine: and justly is thy due. 
Take too my daughter — and thy sparkling eyes 
Speak this the gift that more than all thou'lt prize. 
That both your breasts a mutual passion own. 
My watchful eyes delighted long have known." 

He kiss'd, and gave her to the raptured boy ; 
Whilst those around with flowing cups and joy. 
Amid the blushes of the yielding Fair, 
Invoked Heaven's blessings on the youthful pair. 



■^^5:^33^- 
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IIL — THE HAYMAKEBS. 

Henbt, the comeliest youth of all the train 
The hay that scatter'd o'er the scented plain, 
Where not a nymph, of all that trod the green, 
But envied Lucy for her lovelier mien. 
Henry, with beating heart, where'er she stray'd. 
Traced the dear footsteps of the matchless maid, 
And with sweet converse — ^^ whilst she blushed and 

smiled, 
Fearful tho' pleased-— her busy toil bojguiled. 

Now faint with sultry thirst, the virgin sighs : 
Swift to the neighbouring hedge*row elms he flies, 
And thence, the firkin, shaded from the heat, 
Brings to the Fair, who fain the youth would meet; 
And fondly holds it to her longing lips. 
The cooling beverage gladly whilst she sips ; 
And, where those lips the envied brim had press'd, • 
Imprints his own, whilst rapture thrills his breast. 

So blush'd the conscious maid, that e'en a child. 
Her little brother, wink'd and archly smil'd, 
Who with the virgin to the field had hied, * 
And sported round her as her task she plied. 
Of ill feign*d ire a chiding look she threw : 
Trembling with fear the weeping boy withdrew ; 
But soon, with dimpled cheek, his sorrows o*er, 
Bound his loved sister sported as before ; 
Now pick'd with busy fingers, from the hay, 
The flowers, no more with living colours gay ; 
j4 
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Now, with the dog, in noisy frolic, play*d, 
The favourite spaniel of the lovely maid ; 
Till tired and breathless, on a heapy bed, 
He dropt in sleep his softly pillow'd head. 

The noontide sun with fiercer fervour glows. 
And not a breeze thro' all the welkin blows : 
The languid maad^ bedew'd with drops of heat, 
Feels with quick throb her swelling bosom beat ; 
And whilst her varying cheek the youth alarms, 
Falls faint and breathless in his succouring arms. 

While the rapt lover, mingling woe and bliss, 
Longp, scarce with stealth, yet fears to snatch a 

kis3 
She sighs ; and, as her dewy lids unclose, 
Her pallid cheek with blushing anger glow9. 

But straight the boy, who, ere revived the maid. 
Had woke from sleep, and flown with proffer'4 
aid, 
• Her snowy hand with fond affection seized ; 
Aud tho' she frown'd, as more than e'er displeased. 
Held it to Henry-*- who, with panting breast^ . 
A thousand kisses on the gift impressed -«* 
And cried, " Dear sister ! why such anger feign? 
Why 3;70und the bosom of your dear-loved swain ? 
Yes ! trust me, Henry, long the truth I've known ; 
Ste dearly loves you, loves aye you alone.'* . ' 

Struck with surprise, the Fair unconscious sigh'd, 
Then, ve:^ed with shame, a burning blush to hide^: 
Hung down her bashful forehead ; whilst the child 
Loo^'d up, beneath it, and for pardon smiled. 
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Her yielding anus she threw his waist around, 
Kiss'd his soft cheek, and raised him from the 

ground. 
The youth, who stole him from her beating breast, 
Kisses as, fondly on his lips impress'd ; 
Those tell-tale lips, that gave his heart to know 
The joys from love, requited love, that flow. 

When the tall rick the rural throng had rear'd, 
And twinkling stars 'mid evening mists appear'd. 
Whilst, 'mid the weary train, the wanton boy 
Rode on the sled, and shouted loud with joy i 
The happy pair, with closest arms intwined. 
In whisper'd converse loiter'd long behind. 



IV. — THE MYSTIC FLOWER. 

F0X7NDBD ON A SUPERSTITION OF THE WEST. 
WALTEB. 

With Christmas greetings Walter hails his friend-^ 
Mayst thou in mirth the social season spend ! 
But stay thy steps ; and prithee, Frank, declare 
Why this confusion, this embarrass'd air ? 

FRANK. 

3{y dieeks, 'tis true, with conscious blushes glow : 
Tat scarce myself the sudden cause I know. 
Lucy, my friend, this instant blest mine eyes— 
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WALTER. 

No more your blushes fill me with surprise : 
For who unmoved that lovely Fair can view ? 
E'en I, my friend, whose locks have changed their 

hue, 
Feel as revived, and blest with youth again, 
Whene'er I view her 'mid the virgin train. 

FHAXK. 

Yes, honour'd Walter ! all must own her power — 
How blest who leads her to his bridal bower ! 
A blooming rose-bud on her breast I spied, 
And lost in wonder, to the virgin cried, 
"How well this flower your mimic hands have 

form'd I 
That smiles 'mid winter, as by summer warm'd ; 
Whose tints with nature's softest glow may vie ! 
Give it still nearer to my wondering eye." 
I gently stole it from her snowy breast ; 
But judge th' amazement that my mind impress'd, 
When in my hand a real rose I found t 
Whose living bloom diffused its fragrance round. 
** Tell me, sweet maid ! how thus," again I say, 
" Eeluctant nature owns thy powerful sway^ 
How thus the rose with brightest bloom is seen. 
When not a tree can boast its leafy green ? " 
She blushed, nor answer'd,but confused withdrew, 
E'en then when Walter struck my startled view. 
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WALTEB. 

My gratulatioDs I with joy bestow ; 
Thy happy lot tho' 'tis not thine to know. 

UtAKK. 

Why greet me thus? What bodes my change of 
fate? 

WALTEB. 

Enow that with her thoult share the nuptial state. 

FBAKK* 

Would that 'twere true ! Yet, oh ! your laughter 
spare* 

WALTEB. 

Think not I jest^but mark my serious air : 
And, since such ignorance sure you ne'er would 

feign, 
My lips with pleasure shall the cause explain. 
Lucy, like other virgins, fain would know 
On whom Fate bids that she her hand bestow. 
What time the spn pours his enduring ray> 
At noontide hour, in summer's longest day, 
They gather from its stalk a budding rose^ 
And in a vase the destined flower enclose. 
Conceal'd they guard it till the festive mom, 
When cheerful carols hail a Saviour bom ; 
Then, as they draw it from the mystic tomb» 
Fresh is its fragrant breath and fresh its bloom» 
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Inspired with faith, 'tis theu the curious Fair 
The flower prophetic on the breast must wear 5 . 
And thence who takes it ere its leaves are shed, . 
Is doom'd by Heaven the favour'd maid to wed. 
Thine is that lot^ 

FRA.NE. 

What rapture fills my'breast, 
At once with gratitude and love impressed ! 
ni haste and striye (maj naught my hopes repel !) 
To prove the bliss your flattering lips foretel. 

WALTER. 

Go, and be thine the utmost bliss of life*— 

Tve known its worth-P^-a fond and faithful wife ! 



v. — THE MASTIFF. 

Weien, worn with toil, young William sought his 

re§t, 
No fears of midnight robbers fill'd his breast ; 
Or that the prowling wolves, thro' hunger bold. 
Would leap the fence, or force the watUed fold $ 
For he a mastiff own'd of matchless might, 
By day his comrade and his guard by night. 
His hollow growl, rough gait, and giant size, . . 
The fire that fiash'd where'er he turn'd his eyes, 



When, with the jonth, her suitor, he drew nesur, ''. 
Baised in fair Grertrude's breast. the thrill of fear. 

Once, ere his master sought the virgin's cot. 
The dog he chain'd, and^ hastening from the spoi^ 
Traced thro' the sinking snow the well-known roac[> 
That oft had led him to her 4ear abode. 
Soon, from behind^ he heard a rustling sound, 
Stay'd hi^ light steps, and, turning swiftlj round, 
Beheld the d<^, that, bounding 6'er tlie plain, 
Follow'd his path, and trail'd the broken chain. 
With threats and snowballs huil'd with all his 

force. 
He strdve to turn or check his rapid course : 
But still instinctive he pursued his- way. 
Nor threats nor blows his rapid course could stay. 
And soon, as sped the youth, the stream appear'd. 
Where oft his hand the buoyant skiff had steer'd^ 
To gain the shore where, shelter'd by a wood^ 
His fair one's cottage, thatch'd with rushes, stood. 
But now his skill to steer the skiff was vain ; 
For winter bound it with his icy chain. 
The watchful Fair, who soon the boy espied^ 
Sped from her window to the frozen tide : 
Whilst her swift feet, as vying with l^e wind» 
Scarce left their traces on the snow behind. 

Urged by fond love, again, with ravish'd arms, 
To clasp, as wont, her gently yielding charms, 
First with .his crook the sounding ice he proved, 
Then trod its floor, that trembled as he moved. 
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And tho' full oft with tears, the anxiqus maid 
Fray'd him again to turn, but vainly pray'd, 
The youth but smiled her warning cries to hear, 
Wayed her a kiss, and bade her cease to fear. 
But with his eye on one sole object bent. 
With heedless steps as o'er the ice he went. 
It brjoke, and gulph'd him, e'en where, most pro- 
found, 
Flow'd the bhtck flood ; the shivers closing round. 

Awhile in motionless despair she stands. 
Then with wild start outspreads her trembling 

hands. 
Straight from the shore with rash resolve to leap, 
And save, or with him perish in the deep. 
But o'er her shivering limbs a numbness steals ; 
Her heart no longw beats, her blood congeals ; 
And prone she falls, as one whose long-watch'd 

breath, 
XJnfelt, hangs doubtful between life and death. 

Beneath the ice whilst William down the tide 
Floated unseen, his searching dog espied 
A space unfrozen, mid the stream below; 
Where waves conflicting roar'd with ceaseless flow* 
Thither he sped, and soon, with anxious eye. 
Beheld his master wafted senseless by; 
Whom gently seizing by his floating hair. 
He drew to shore, and laid before the Fair. 
Boused from her swoon^ the hapless youth she 

found, 
A seeming corpse, beside her on the ground ; 
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Whilst to his pallid lips the mastiff clung, 
And softlj lick'd them with his panting tongue. 
She grasp'd his hand, that now, alas! no more 
Retum'd the pressure as it wont before ; 
Frost-nipt, and stiffened by the icy flood 
Thro' each wan flnger ceased to flow the blood : 
And, tho' she call'd him by each name most dear. 
No more her voice could wake his sluggard ear. 
Now, more than fearful that, his spirit flown, 
Twas only left her o'er his corpse to moan, 
She bared his breast, her trembling palm applied, 
Nor felt his heart propel the vital tide ; 
Then breath'd a prayer to Him who reigns above. 
To join in death, whom life had join'd in love j 
And hoped ere long tp win the dear request, 
For deadly pangs already thrill'd her breast. 
As on his lips, with love no more that glow'd. 
The dying maid a farewell kiss bestow'd. 
She felt, tho' faint, his slow returning breath, 
And rapture snatch'd her from the arms of death. 

Then, that the frozen blood might sooner flow, ' 
She chafed his breast with softly melting snow : 
Till, warmth restored, dispell'd his pallid hue, 
And blooming blushes tinged his cheeks aneWr 

Soon, as from sleep, he opes his languid eyes, 
And breathes her name, whilst swells bis heart 

with sighs. 
The maid was near ; he clasped her to his breast, 
And grateful kisses on her lips impress'dt 
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Nor faiPd the beating bosom of the Fair, 
Of love and joy to feel as full a share: 
And e'en the shaggy mastiff, once so fear'd, 
Was ever after to her heart aadear'd. 



VL — THE GUARDIAN FAY. 

On Tamar's banks, had Emma, artless maid I 
In youthful pastimes oft with Edgar play'd : 
For both their neighbouring cots, those banks beside, 
Spread their soft image o'er the tranquil tide. 
His tasteful fingers twined, with fondest care, 
A flowery chaplet for her flaxen hair ; 
Or bonnet light of braided rushes made. 
Her snowy forehead from the sun to shade : 
Whilst from the reeds that fringed the watery 

plain, 
A pipe she fashion'd for the tuneful swain. 

As to the bird, more tempting, from the 8pi*ay, 
Hangs the ripe peach, than whilst a bud in May ; 
So Emma, when her full-grown form she rear'd. 
To Edgar's eyes with richer charms appear'd : 
Whilst Edgar's lofty brow and manly air 
Drew the soft glances of th' admiring Fair. 
Their parents, anxious to behold them blest, 
Since fear restrftin'd them from the fond request, 
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Resolved, unsought, the lovers to unite 

And crown their hopes with wedlock's hallowed rite. 

But not, as wont the youth, with eager feet. 
Came, at the promised hour, his Love to meet. 
Chanbed he to pass her, as he cross'd the plain ; 
He turned his head, or view'd her with disdain. 
Short were her doubts, for, ah I too soon she knew> 
Her love was slighted and the youth untrue. 
The self-same vows he once on her bestow*d, 
Now from his lips to artful Ellen flow'd. 

Tho' sorely grieved, in secret wept the maid ; 
Nor deign'd to seek him, or his guilt upbraid. 
The neighbouring swains, who sigh'd to win tl.f 

Fair, 
But, void of hope, would ne'er their suit declare. 
Since he, they knew, reign'd singly o'er her breast ; 
Now bolder grown, their soft desires express'd : 
Yet, when their suppliant accents rpach'd her ear, 
The maid repulsed them with a look severe. 
" I've sworn," she cried, " by all the powers above, 
That none but Edgar should possess my love. 
Tho' vain my hopes, to Fate resign'd I'll bend ; 
Nor highest Heaven with peijured lips offend." 
Oft sought she her now solitary bowers, 
To muse, unheeded, on the happy hours. 
When 'mid their shade, young Edgar wont to lie, 
And breath before her feet th' impassioned sigh ; 
Or sing with melting voice his rural lays. 
Whilst round his brows she twined the wreath of 
bays. 

VOL. II. K 
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Near those loved haunts as once, at eve, she stray'd, 
Whilst thro' the trees the trembling moon-beams 

play'd, 
Melodious sounds, that floated in mid air, 
Soothed the sad bosom of the wond'ring Fail'. 
The choir was viewless tho' she gazed around : 
And soon a voice thus swelFdth' harmonious sound, 

" Despair not, mortal ! for the virtuous breast 
With endless solace in itself is blest. 
There Patience dwells, who teaches man to bear 
Woes that, to prove him, Heaven has doom'd his 

share. 
Tho' gloomy clouds may veil the face of day, 
Again it brightens in the solar ray." 

The voice expiring in a solemn close, 
Around the spot a beamy splendour glows : 
And, clad in flowing robes of snowy white, 
A lovely female meets the virgin's sight ; 
Who, in the same soft tone that pour'd the lay. 
Exclaims, " Ah ! listen to thy guardian Fay. 
I joy, sweet maid ! that still thy heart is true 
As when the first-born wish of love it knew ; 
For still thy love, tho' faithless he appears. 
His plighted vows still honours, still reveres. 
Ellen, who Edgar long had loved in vain, 
Felt her heart throb with envy's torturing pain, 
When first 'twas known, in wedlock's bands divine. 
The only youth she sigh'd for would be thine. 
Swift to a far-famed witch the maiden hied. 
Whose venal accents hail'd her as his bride. 
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Too soon, alas ! her spells and magic art 
Estranged from thee his unoffending heart ; 
And having lured him from thy lovely arms, 
Chain'd him a slave to Ellen's selfish charms. 
But know, my power th' enchantment has dispell'd, 
So long in bonds th' unconscious youth that held ; 
Nor doubt his truth to-morrow, when he kneels, 
And all his guilt and all his grief reveals ; 
And, when he sues thy hand and heart to share, 
With smiles of pardon grant his earnest prayer." 

The Fairy, ceasing, vanish'd from her view : 
And, wrapt in wonder, slow the maid withdrew. 
No more, thro' sorrow, reft of needful rest. 
Sleep seal'd her eye the pillow as she press'd. 
A dream, by peace, and love, and truth inspired, 
Her breast with rapture, till the day-spring, fired ; 
When the soft accents of her Edgar's tongue, 
From fear, repentance, hope, and love that sprung. 
Dispell'd the scenes her willing fancy drew. 
Awoke the maid, and proved the vision true. 



VIL— THE GARDENER. 

A RUSTIC, with stout heart, tho' hoar his head. 
Who by his garden earn'd his daily bread. 
With reckless toil so turn'd the vapoury ground. 
When e'en the gales breathed scorching blasts 
around, 

K 2 
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That soon, with fever's maddening throb that 

glow'd, 
Wild thro' his veins the boiling torrent flow'd. 

With blooming cheek, that far outvied in hue 
The fairest flower that in his garden grew, 
His daughter, Gillian, watchful by his bed, 
Smoothed the press'd pillow for his languid head. 
Erewhile 'twas hers, with choicest fruits and 

flowers, 
Cull'd with fond care from sunny beds and bowers, 
A distant town with weary foot to seek ; 
Where the throng'd mart supplied the future week. 
But now, should slumber close her father's eyes, 
With heedful hand the ready loom she plies, 
Tho' all her toil refreshments scarce can gain. 
Or needful med'cines, to assuage his pain. 

Owen, whose lips, tho' long he loved the Fair, 
Dared not the wishes of his heart declare, 
Proffer d his service to the virgin's sire ; 
And toil'd, a gardener, for the scantiest hire. 
Gain seem'd his object ; but he sought to aid. 
Amid her woes, the dear, unconscious maid. 
And, ah ! how soon Love taught his docile heart, 
To quit his own and act the gardener's part. 
The withered branch, or too luxuriant spray. 
With* bold, but skilful blade, he pruned away ; 
Or taught the thorn, with grafting hand, to bear 
The ruddy apple, or the juicy pear. 
Here lovely flowers, of every varied dye ; 
Lone, or in knots, allure th' admiring eye j 
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There shady shrubs invite to soft repose, 
Near yonder rill, 'mid mossy rocks that flows. 

Oft, to a winding walk, where, high o'erspread. 
Laurels, as fretted arch, their shadows shed, 
The pensive maid, from summer's noontide heat, 
Would bend, with slowest step, her fainting feet. 
The speckled thrush, that tuned his sprightly lay. 
Near when she drew, was scared not from the 

spray ; 
But boldly perch'd upon her gentle breast ; 
Smooth'd by her palm or by her lip caress'd : 
Then fluttering on her finger would remain. 
And pour, with panting heart, a grateful strain ; 
For from her window, oft 'mid winter's snow, 
Her pitying hand the welcome crumbs would throw. 
Here had her father many an arbour rear'd 
O'er lofty laurels where the woodbine peer'd. 
Whilst jasmine, round each vault, its network drew. 
Of milk-white stars 'mid leaves of duskiest hue. 
But (thro' neglect) of bower, or dark alcove, 
Cut in the living verdure of the grove. 
Now was each entrance closed by tangled shoots. 
Whilst on the pavement crawl'd unseemly roots. 
These, the fond youth — for love inspired his 

taste — 
With fresher charms and new devices graced. 

As tho' the secret he must fain confide 
Rather to Nature than to none, yet hide 
From her — such Love's caprice! — to whom alone 
'Twas most his wish to make that secret known ; 
K 3 
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Her Dame he sow'd with cress, that, as it grew, 
The fond memorial oft might bless his view. 
" Yes !" he exclaim'd, "my happy lot 'twill be, 
The dear-loved letters of her name to see I 
Yet from this spot my steps, tho' loath, shall stay, 
Till the swollen seeds their opening leaves display; 
Lest she, who knows each most conceaFd retreat, 
Trace o'er the treacherous path my frequent feet." 

But, whilst feign'd anger flush'd her lovely face. 
Ere long she call'd him to the fatal place ; 
He felt a strange yet fond surprise to find 
The name of each with tasteful skill design'd; 
Whilst rays of flame their blended cyphers crown'd. 
And two close hearts with true-love knots were 

bound. 
Owen, who trembled when he heard the maid 
His bold presumption with forced frowns upbraid, 
In part the charge confessed, in part denied. 
And warmly, with conflicting feelings, cried, 
" Some wretch, too conscious of the secret deed, 
With envious art has sown the added seed, 
To make that deed of deeper dye appear. 
And draw from Pity's self a doom severe." 

"No!" cries the maid, "one whom thy lips 
accuse. 
With partial eyes thine every action views. 
Know, then, 'twas I — by love's fond hopes inspired 
Haply myself, m'ethought, thy breast had fired ; 
For, ah ! how oft I've mark'd thy blushing. cheek, 
And half-raised sigh thy timid passion speak ! 
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When, as unheard, I chanced to wander near, 
I saw thee busied in a task so dear, 
(Sure 'twas myself thine envied love enjoy 'd) 
The work I finish'd, and this feint employ'd, 
To show how boldly thou might'st claim my heart— 
Nor blames that welcome smile my guileless art. 
My sire, whose life, to thee, dear youth ! is due, 
For from thy toil his sole support he drew, 
Now, blest again with health, in nuptial bands, 
Haply ere long shall tie our willing hands." 



VIII.— THE BEGGA.R»S DOG. 

Led by his dog, a beggar, blind and old. 
From earliest dawn, amid a trackless wold 
Had wander'd ; till, tho' wet with evening dew, 
His weary limbs upon a bank he threw : 
Cold, weak, and fainting now from hunger's qualms, 
(Each meal he owed to naught but casual alms') 
He oped his wallet, poor his treasured store. 
Thrown by some menial from a noble's door, 
A crust of bread. He drew it forth and cried. 
Patting his faithful dog, " My only guide ! 
This scanty morsel — and naught tells my ear 
That man to aid his fellow man is near — 
Can ill of both the famish'd lips supply. 
Weakness and age have summoned me to die : 
K 4 
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But thou, fond fool I in frolic youth mayst live, 
Blest with the boon that still 'tis mine to give." 

Straight from the collar he his neck unbound, 
And threw the crust before him on the ground. 
The dog, who wont his master's meal to share, 
Tho' hunger press'd, refused the proffer'd fare ; 
But to his feet with wild affection clung, 
And lick'd his hand, that cold and lifeless hung : 
Till on the bank the beggar laid his head ; 
Outstretch'd each limb, and motionless as dead* 

His faithful guide, that loathly left the spot, 
Searching around, beheld, beside a cot, 
A youth, who 'mid his garden's thorny bound, 
Clear'd with his careful hoe the weeds around. 
His piteous moans scarce reach'd the peasant's ear, 
Ere as he tum'd, he saw the suppliant near. 
Now crouching low, he fawn'd his feet before. 
And fain with looks his pity would implore. 
And oft he ran, as tho' he meant, the plain, 
Tho' loath, to leave ; but swiftly tum'd again. 
Then with his teeth, too cautiously to hurt, 
He seized the rustic by his russet skirt. 
And drew him gently onward o'er the mead. 
Or loosed his hold a hastier course to lead. 

The youth, who follow'd his mysterious guide. 
The beggar, prostrate on the bank, espied ; 
And, at his first approach, believed him dead, 
For on his bosom droop'd his hottry head ; 
But, when more near, with heartfelt joy he found 
'Twas but deep slumber that each sense had bound, 
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And, but for him, had been the sleep of death ; 
For oft, ere nature yields her latest breath, 
This treacherous torpor seals the sufferer's eyes, 
Doom'd by Fate's chilling touch no more to rise. 
Yes ^the soft voice, a feeling heart that spoke, 
Roused each dull sense, and soon the slumberer 

woke : 
Whilst the fond dog, in doubles o'er the plain. 
Now on his master gazed, and now the swain. 

The rustic raised, and on his shoulders placed 
The aged sufferer, whose cold arms embraced 
His pitying friend ; that bore him on the road 
To find a shelter in a warm abode : 
Where with a flowing bowl and liberal board. 
The peasant his poor guest to health restored. 



IX.— THE FALCONER, 

The cloudless sun with noontide fervour glow'd 
When fair Climena left her close abode, 
And sought the cooler shelter of a grove 
Where mingling boughs a shady covering wove. 

Whilst, on a violet-scented bank reclined, 
She bared her bosom to the whispering wind. 
Wildly her heart within that bosom beat ; 
Tho' roused by outward, not by inward heat ; 
For Love's fierce fire had ne'er inflamed her blood. 
Nor aught but summer swell'd its tranquil flood. 
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A favoarite wood-dove, that the maid had fed, 
Since when, to shun the storm, it sought her shed, 
In silken chains, a willing captive bound. 
Before its mistress wanton'd on the ground. 
Now whilst uncoil'd she held the slender string. 
High o'er her head it waved the plumy wing ; 
And now, fatigued, it rested on her breast, 
More soft, more downy, than its native nest. 
Oft would its bill the balmy moisture sip. 
That deck'd with'living pearls her ruby lip ; 
Or bite the hand that gently held the chain. 
Whence oft, ungrateful, it had peck'd the grain. 

Thus as the maid in listless languor lay. 
And view'd with vacant gaze its harmless play. 
With drooping brow her heavy eyelids close ; 
And, reft of thought, she sinks in soft repose. 
Swift from her yielding palm the struggling dove 
Draws the light string, and soars the clouds above. 

Why, silly bird, ah ! why forsake the Fair, 
Who loved and fed thee with the fondest care ; 
Froin field to field to seek the scanty grain ; 
Thy weary wipgs the sport of wind and rain ? 
Soon, ah ! too soon, thoul't need her tenderest aid, 
And fly, but vainly, to the pitying maid. 

The Fair, unconscious of her favourite's flight, 
Tho' lock'd in sleep, lay dreaming with delight ; 
For Fancy painted to her mental eye, 
Borne on light pennons thro' the breezy sky. 
The God of Love, who, with shrew'd roguish mien, 
Show'd with his shining dart a level green ; 
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Where youths and nymphs, with flowery garlands 

graced, 
The mazy dance aroand an altar traced. 

" See, how my shrine yon festive quire surround, 
Whilst with light steps they print the verdant 

ground : 
Haste! " cried the God, " where 'mid the rural train, 
Thy destined partner Waits thee on the plain." 

The maid, tho' willing, yet refused to go ; 
The laughing urchin stretch'd his pliant bow — 
The pointed barb tran*sfix*d her fearful breast, 
And roused her from her visionary rest. 

Still tho' awake, she thought her dream was trtfe. 
When on her breast her wondering glance she 

threw; 
For there with blood her snowy skin was dyed, 
Tho' ne'er a wound whence flow'd the purple tide. 
Doubtful, amazed, she turned her eyes around. 
Spied the poor dove, that flutter'd on the ground, 
And cried, "Dear bird! from thee those blood 

drops flow ! 
Cruel the hand that dealt the fatal blow I " 
Nor long she search'd ; but soon, with wings out- 
spread, 
Saw the bold culprit hovering o'er her head ; 
A strong pounced hawk, that watch'd his trembling 

prey; 
Nor all her threats could fright the foe away. 
But soon she learnt, as still more near he flew, 
Why, void of fear, he fled not from her view ; 
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For at each foot a bell suspended told 
Man's forceful art had taught him to be bold. 

Whilst scarce alive, the bleeding dove she press' J, 
With fond affection, to her tender breast, 
Of hastening steps she heard the rustling tread, 
And thither turning with surprise and dread. 
Saw, thro' the medium of a crystal tear. 
That hung on either lid, a youth was near. 
Health's warmest glow o'erspread his manly face : 
Light was his dress, and suited to the chace. 
With rapid pinions, from his airy height, 
The hawk, loud whistling, wheel'd his downward 

flight. 
And, wild with joy the Falconer to view. 
Oft o'er his head in wanton circles flew ; 
Then, perching on his hand, forgot his ire, 
Nor longer threaten'd with his eyes of fire. 

" The tears that tremble on your lovely cheek, 
Alas ! your sorrow but too plainly speak : " 
Thus, in soft accents, he address'd the Fair ; 
*♦ Nor think its author 'twill be mine to spare. 
No — for his crime by death shall he atone — 
And, since myself an equal guilt must own. 
Doom me, sweet maid ! to wear thro' life your 

chain ; 
Nor e'er my freedom will I strive to gain." 

Her tears forgot, no more the virgin sigh'd, 
But softly smiling, with a blush replied i 
"A willing pardon to the bird I give; 
And for thy pastime wish it long to live." 
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Whilst on her charms his eye enraptured fed, 
"Know, lovely maid!" the youthful sportsman 

said, 
" I to thy kind forbearance justly owe 
The greatest gift my bounty can bestow. 
What, then, too partial judge, I highest prize, 
Tho*, ah I perhaps 'tis lowest in thine eyes, 
Freely I give — I dread to speak the rest — 
The heart that throbs within this swelling breast." 
With downcast look he paused, then raised his 
eye. 
Saw her confused, and thought he heard a sigh. 
Elate with hope, with passion bolder grown. 
He seized her hand, and press'd it in his own. 
With thrilling rapture how his bosom burn'd, 
Tc feel the pressure of his hand return'd ! 
Whilst vows of love his glowing lips expressed, 
With many a kiss those glowing lips were blest. 
The maid, instructed by the airy dream. 
With gentle warmth received the tender theme ; 
And saw not — wondrous is the power of love! — 
The dying flutter of her favourite dove. 
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X.^THE WOODMAN. 



Gertrude, in youth's gay bloom a lovely maid, 
Once from her native village lonely stray *d, 
Where flow'd a river, near a mountain's side, 
And swell'd, or sunk, as rose, or fell, the tide. 
In fond amaze, the shelving sand she view'd, 
With twisted shells and painted pebbles strew'd; 
And stored her apron — for her tasteful eyes 
Soon cuU'd the fairest — with the novel prize. 

At length, fatigued, with noontide heat oppress'd, 
She climb'd a rock her weary limbs to rest, 
That 'mid the sands, uprear'd its tufted head, 
Where flags and rushes formed a welcome bed. 
To count the skiffs, as swift they glided by. 
With fluttering streamers, long amused her eye : 
But, tired at length, her twinkling lashes close. 
And all her senses yield to soft repose. 
Nor ceased her slun^bers, till the swelling tide 
Bush'd round the rock, and, roaring, lash'd its 
side. 

Late where she trod, and found an easy road. 
O'er soft, dry sand, the foaming billows flow'd. 
The foaming billows, to her frighted eyes, 
At every roll in ampler volume rise : 
Oft, as they break they hurl the frothy spray. 
And threat to sweep her from the rock away. 
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Wide o'er the flood she strained her aching eye ; 
Alas ! in vain : no friendly sail was nigh.* 
Doubtful she stood, in wildering thought involved; 
Then, prompted by her last sad hope, resolved 
To trust the sweep of the receding wave, 
And strive her life with struggling limbs to save : 
But, darting from the cliff's projecting side, 
Blest sight ! a boat, a buoyant boat, she spied. 

She waves her kerchief; but, with labouring 
oar. 
The heedless sailor guides his prow from shore ; 
And all the horrors of increased despair 
Rush on the bosom of the hapless Fair. 
Yet fear scarce shivers in each shrinking vein, 
Ere hope returning pours its warmth again : 
For lo ! the boatman, thro' each threatening wave. 
Cuts his bold way the trembling Fair to save. 
Swift to the boat with all her strength she springs; 
And scarce his arms around her waist he flings. 
Ere, o'er the rock, a wave in foaming spray 
Broke wildly, roaring for its destined prey. 

Safe to the bank he bore the trembling maid. 
Whose lips and looks his venturous heart repaid ; 
Own'd, with a wistful sigh, he long'd to stay. 
And tend her footsteps on her homeward way ; 

♦ Many of the rocky rivers in the West of England, that 
have their source in the high lands, such as Dartmoor, will, 
after rains, very suddenly rise with an overwhelming rapidity 
and force. 
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But that 'twas his to waft the stream adown, 
And vend his freight where lies the distant town. 

A woodman was the youth that flew to save 
The lovely Gertrude from a watery grave ; 
And, from a forest, sought, that morn, the tide 
To the throng'd mart his bark-fraught boat to 

guide. 
Slow as he steer'd reluctant from the shore, 
The virgin sigh'd, and scarce from tears forbore : 
Nor from the spot her rooted feet withdrew, 
Till jutting headlands screen'd him from her view. 
Then, fondly musing, (might she but remain ! ) 
With lingering step she sought her native plain ; 
Nor fail'd her faithful mem'ry to retrace 
Each look, each feature, of his manly face. 

When Hope's soft visions to the sleeping maid. 
Three several nights, had oft his form display'd ; 
Again she wander'd from her lowly shed, 
And sought with hasty feet the path that led. 
Beside the river, to the distant wood. 
Where Fancy told her that his cottage stood. 
Tho' faint with heat, as near the spot she drew, 
A cherish'd hope the youth might bless her view, 
Or 'mid the wood, or wafted on the wave, 
Taught her fatigue and every risk to brave. 

But soon, 'mid arching trees, the hollow glade 
Revived the virgin with its cooling shade : 
And strawberries, that, beneath her airy tread. 
Thro' the green couch grass glanced their tempting 
red, 
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With sweets, as bees in sultry summer sip 
From honied flowers, refreshed her thirsty lip : 
Whilst the light squirrel, 'mid the boughs on high, 
Won with its wanton tricks her thoughtless eye* 
But tho* the maid the varying scene admired, 
Oft times she sigh'd for something still desired. 

'Mid glowing clouds now sinks the orb of light : 
Grieved that the youth ne'er blest her longing 

sight ; • 

She turns, yet knows not to retrace the road 
O'er which she joumied from her far abode. 
The more she wander'd, she was mazed the more; 
Whilst tangled thorns her fluttering garments tore. 
She paused with circling eye and listening ear ; 
But ah ! no sight, no sound of help, was near ; 
Till, happy chance ! with oft-repeated stroke, 
A woodman's axe the fearful silence broke. 

*< Would 'twere the youth 1" the gladdening virgin 
cried, 
As to the spot with hurried feet she hied : 
But there, alas! with locks as silver white, 
An old man met her disappointed sight. 
She stay'd her steps till Reason's voice suppress'd 
The struggling feelings of her throbbing breast, 
To find her hope, her fondest hope, was vain ; 
And then with trembling lips besought the swain 
To aid her 'wilder'd feet, and point the road 
That best might lead her to her lost abode. 

" Far is the way," his friendly lips reply, 
" And eve's grey twilight veils the cloudy sky. 

VOL. n. L 
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Then, think not, daughter, thro' those wilds to 

roam, 
Or seek, 'mid shades of night, your distant home ; 
But to my cot with fearless steps repair : 
My spouse shall tend you with a mother's care. 
Beneath our roof be yours to rest this night ; 
And mine to guide you with to-morrow's light." 
She smiled assent ; and straight the Fair he led. 
And kindly welcomed, toTiis neighbouring ghed. 

Whilst at the board eve's frugal meal they shared. 
With generous heart and willing hand prepared; 
A youth, whose accents sped his feet before. 
With cheerful greetings ope'd the cottage doon 
The aged matron started from her seat, 
With outspread arms her dear-loved son to meet : 
Nor strove the maid her equal joy to hide, 
When her deliverer in the youth she spied. 
And, how his bosom was with rapture blest. 
His eye, that sparkled as he gazed, express'd. 

To view the transports of the youthful pair, 
To hear their lips their mutual joys declare, 
The aged parents stand in dumb surprise, , 
Nor cease on each to turn their wondering eyes ; 
Till fraught with thanks, the virgin's lips relate 
Their son had snatch'd her from the grasp of fate. 

Whilst o'er his cheeks impassion'd blushes play'd. 
The youth in whispers to the listening maid, 
Told how his steps that morn the shore had press'd. 
Where first his eye her peerless beauties bless'd ; 
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How, led by hope, he roamed the plain around. 
And, tho' the search was long, her cottage found ; 
Where, at the absence of a child so dear. 
Her lonely mother shed the anxious tear. 
"But now," he cried, "to end her just alarms, 
At morn TU lead thee to thy parent's arms/' 
He did : but led her to his cot again. 
Ere long, attended by a nuptial train. 
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ON HER MAJESTY'S EXCURSION BY SEA .♦ 

Heb gallant favourites were Eliza's boast, 
In many a progress through her native land ; 

Victoria's ampler range, from coast to coast, 
Can nobler homage, yea, from kings, command. 



Britain's proud birthright, aye, to rule the waves, 
To other powers a source of strife may be ; 

But are not kings, nay, nations, willing slaves 
To Venus calmly rising from the sea ? 

* These lines, though 'written some months previously, 
appeared in the " Court Journal** of Feb. 3rd, 1844. 
L 4 
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HAMPTON COURT.* 



Here shall the sick oft breathe a heart-felt prayer 
For her who with a " nursing mother's " care, 
Proffers such means as few can elsewhere find, 
Of health — alike to bodj and to mind. 
*Tis here Victoria opes her gardens' bounds. 
With walks 'mid sunny lawns or shady mounds ; 
Where tottering age may wend his weary way, 
And buoyant childhood rush to reckless play ; 
Where this may trip 'mid shrubs and fragrant 

flowers, 
Or that seek welcome rest in breezy bowers. 

Nay, not content to show her magic power 
In cheering many a sufferer's sickly hour. 
Widely she also opes her palace doors, 
And shows to rich and poor Taste's choicest stores. 
Expanding and inspiring mind and heart 
With love for nature, intellect, and art ; 
Where Raphael's heaven-taught pencil bids us feel. 
Tempered with calm control, a holy zeal. 

Nor seeks she for a day alone to cheer 
The poor or sickly ; but for many a year — 
Perhaps till Death release them — soothes the 

"heart 
Of those who deepest feel Want's piercing smart ; 

• These lines appeared in the " Court Journal," Feb. 10th, 
1844. 
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Those who — tho' nobly born — but rose to fallj 
Fortune ! thy fitful whirlwind circles all. 
Yet oh I without that best of blessings health, 
(If shared by worth) what's honour, and what's 
wealth? 



WINDSOR.* 

Should Fashion's thronged saloons and London 

hours 
Need breezy shades to renovate your powers, 
To Windsor's regal forest speed your flight : 
Railways now waft you as on beams of light 

Your spirits cheered by many a sylvan scene, 
And fired with zeal to hail your gracious Queen, 
Climb, thus prepared, the Castle's lofty mound, 
Should her loved presence bless the crowds around. 
Nay, e'en if absent, truly may be traced 
In all that meets your view, her thoughtful taste ; 
Walks where the wanderer scents the choicest 

flowers, 
Each honied bell refreshed by mimic showers ; — 
Seats where the unsated eye, with wondering gaze. 
Of Thames, 'mid groves, may thread the devious 

maze ; 

* These lines appeared in the *' Court Joornal,** March 30th, 
1844. 
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For flood and field now win us with their charms, 
Whence ehriink the sight from rapine, blood, and 

arms. 
Bat countless though without, within the walls 
Beauties still greater deck the spacious halls : — 
Paintings, not nature's tints more fresh and warm, 
Statues, where art surpasses her in form ; 
Sav^c^ haply, when the eye in rapture bound, 
Sees beauties but in Britain's fair ones found, 
Whilst the light dance each agile limb displays, 
Beneath a hundred lustres' living rays. 

Yet e'en mid scenes that breathe of love and peace 
(Ne'er may our thanks for such choice blessings 

cease !) 
Bright arms and trophied banners wide proclaim, 
Britain, if wronged, shall still assert her fame. 
St. Grebrge ! — (once England's war-cry, now 
best known 
From the gemmed badge that guards her peaceful 

throne) — 
Oft to his mind must Prussia's king recall 
Thy far-famed chapel and thy festive hall, 
(Him the fond mother sought, with holy joy. 
To stand as sponsor for her " princely boy ; ") 
Since *twas from that, sacred to praise and prayer, 
He entered this, "the Royal feast " to share. 
Oh ! may each heaven-loved parent, and their 

guest, 
With wealth, long life, and happiness be blest ; 
And foreign kings and native nobles meet, 
With mingled hearts, at Windsor's glad retreat I 
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WOMAN. 

If Poesy upon me smiled 
When yet a little laughing child, 
Well might my earliest friends divine 
My arms would clasp the Sisters Nine : 
For who loves one can ne'er refuse 
Like homage to each kindred Muse. 
Why think it dotage then, in age 
If woman's charms the heart engage, 
When in their minds, and forms and faces, 
I both the Muses see and Graces, 
Why should my verse your wits perplex ? 
He who loves one, must love the sex. 
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IMPROMPTU EPIGRAMS AND MINOR POEMS. 



LINES, 

ON BBABIHO IT WAS SAID THAT MT CREST WAS NOT THB 
HSAD OF A PBOPKB GRIFFIN. 

On ducal coronet, tho' blue, 
(For heralds seldom paint what's true) 
A Griffin's head's the crest of Bray; 
Whatever doubting wights may say. 
As apple shrivel'd to a biiTen, 
Is apple still, why not a griffin, 
Because, forsooth, its skin is ermine ? 
Who shall its real hue determine ? 
More wise than all of us, I ween, 
Is he who has a Griffin seen. 



THE CRITIC ANSWERED. 

Why censure with indignant air. 
My muse, for daring to compare 
Spiritual love, that owes it birth 
To Heaven, with mortal love on earth j 
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As if right use of either sense, 
To God who made it, gave offence? 
What's sense of body, sense of mind. 
Unless in harmony combined ? 

Beauty, the choicest gift e'er given 
To man, in female form, by Heaven — 
Beauty, I ask, shall none admire 
Unmingled with impure desire? 
Oh, why those chaste emotions smother, 
Kindled by sister, wife, or mother ? 
Here Beauty, that's despised by none, 
May fully be admired in one. 



THE BEST EXERCISE. 

" In a sound body a sound mind," 
An ancient proverb was, we find ; 
Another, " They the world who range. 
Not mind, but place alone can change ; " 
Whilst now, a change of scene and air 
Claims most ('tis said), a sick man's care. 
Great changes do less good than harm: 
I know, methinks, a better charm. 
To mind and body, I'd advise 
A frequent change of exercise. 
A pen, a lyre, a book, a friend. 
Their aid will to the former lend ; 
These whatsoe'er one's mood, give birth 
To peace, or serious thoughts, or mirth. 
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And (for it ne'er can be forgot — 

Tho' sadlj changed — 'twas man's first lot). 

Within a garden's varied ground 

That exercise enough was found. 

But, best and wisest, should we prize. 

O'er all, that godly exercise 

To which the promised bliss is given, 

Of life on earth, and life in Heaven. 



DEVONIA. 

Whilst, with all a poet's fancies. 
My eye, Devonia, fondly glances 

O'er sunny hills and shady vallies ; 
The Muses' song my soul entrances. 
Guiding the Graces' stately dances. 

Tempering wit's enlivening sallies. 
What if be ours more frequent showers ? 
To them we owe our countless flowers. 

Our verdant plains and foaming rivers; 
On whose banks, or 'mid whose bowers. 
Love may spend his idle hours. 

In sharpening darts to fill his quivers. 
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HOME. 

How many journey far from home. 
Thro' ancient Greece or modern Rome, 
Some statue deemed without compare 
To see, or else some painting rare. 
But these at best are works of art, 
That reach the eye but not the heart. 
E'en if we seek the world around, 
Where than at home's more beauty found ? 



WRITTEN IN KENSINGTON GARDENS. 

Must I thus leave thee, Kensington ! thus leave 
Thy gardens' ample bound, 'Uhese walks and 

shades," 
Wherein the fairest of thy daughters, Eve, 
Rest on the turf, or trip along the glades ? 
Be England Eden in our earthly ball 
(Say, dare one rate it at a lower price ?) 
Sure then her women, fairest since the Fall, 
Must make Augusta's garden Paradise. 
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TRUE FELICITY. 



If care annoys, 

E'en pleasure cloys, 
And ends in dull satiety. 

'Mid tears and sighs, 

When smiles arise, 
Who sees not loved variety ? 

Faith soars above 

On wings of love. 
To her the world is vanity. 

If Passion's reins 

No thought restrains, 
It drags us to insanity. 

All joys to earth 

That owe their birth 
Perplex by multiplicity. 

If God be known. 

In this alone 
Consists the soul's felicity. 



BEAUTY IN AGE. 

Beauty of fomn, as well as mind, 
III nature's mostly found combined: 
For where more truly than in youth 
Are blended innocence and truth? 



HOBTUS SICCUS OF AN INVALID. 161 

'Tis only when debased by art, 
She deigns to play the traitor's part: 
And war with this if she will wage, 
She wears her honours e'en in age. 
In youth she blossoms ; and when old. 
Bears fruit until the heart be cold. 



REPENTANCE. 
Happiest the sinner who most grieves ; 
As sweetest roots have bitter leaves. 



TO MARY COLLING, IN HER AFFLICTION. 

8HB DESCBIBED HERSELF AS ** THE FADED FLOWER, SMITTEN 
WITH THE SUNBEAM."* 

Think not, dear Mary — tho' a flower, 

Thou'rt faded by the sunbeam's power : 

Oh, no! 'tis but an envious cloud. 

That fain thy native charms would shroud. 

Bid Hope disarm the fiend Despair, 

And join thy friends in Faith's warm prayer : 

With wings of health, amid the skies, 

The Sun of Righteousness shall rise; 

And (for thine opening youth is fled) 

If on thy outward form be shed 

No fresher beauties ; yet, more kind. 

He'll add new graces to thy mind. 

* She died in 1853. For some account of this uneducated 
poetess, see her ** Fables/' edited by Mrs. Bray, and 
Southey's Article on the work in the " Quarterly Review," 
]No. xciii., March, 1832. 

VOL. II. M 
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LINES ON EASTER DAY. 
Well may greeting Christians say, 
"Christ is risen; all hail! to-day.*** 
Christ, from death's now powerless prison, 
To immortality is risen. 
Alas ! How many from their bed 
Have risen, yet less alive than dead; 
Dead in trespasses and sins. 
Yes thus, with most, their day begins : 
Sinners but vainly draw their breath. 
To sleep in darkness and in death ; 
The righteous hail their rising Sun, 
With Him their daily course to run. 
Prepared in righteousness to rise,. 
And meet their Saviour in the skies. 



TO MY WIFE. 

The poet's heart, inflamed by Cupid's arrow. 
Talks loud and lovingly of Lesbia's sparrow. 
But, brief and passing as is this world's fashion, 
Are all the feelings of an earthly passion. 
When, in our garden, the fond robin comes 
To gather from the ground thy scattered crumbs. 
Dear wife, experience tells me, it but shows 
How much thy charity and love o'erflows. 
Thy love of God, of me, these truths impart, 
Tlie highest and the lowest warms thy heart. 

* AUading to a custom in the Greek Church. 
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THE VEST OF SPRING. 

Scarce knew I (viewing Nature's broidered vest) 
In heedless youth, what colour pleased me best ; 
But yellow owns the preference now I'm old : 
Not for that root of evil, love of gold ; 
But (who Pjindora's box again would ope ?) 
Because bright yellow seems the hue of Hope. 
Flits not the butterfly, at opening spring, 
As 'twere a yellow primrose on the wing ? 
Lol in the east, ere promised sunbeams rise, 
The dawn with saffron veil o'erspreads the skies ; 
And hues still brighter — shall they not adorn 
The clouds of Resurrection's promised mom ? 



THE HEART REJOICING. 

What, tho' I cannot, bird-like, fly. 
Nor, from some trembling branch, can sing ; 

Yet can I soar above the sky, 
As swift as with a seraph's wing. 

Nay, tho' be heard nor words nor voice. 
Yes! naught but faintly whispered breath ; 

Still can I in my heart rejoice. 
With thanks to God for life or death. 

For not, till ready for the grave, 

A Christian's real life begins : 
Whilst him e'en mercy will not save> 

Who wilfully is dead in sins. 
M 2 
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TO MY WIFE. 



Thine arms around my neck entwine, 
As tendrils of the trustful vine 
Clasp the tall elm's protecting boughs ; 
My Love, my Fair one, and my spouse ! 
My heart to thine enraptured clings. 
As poised upon the self-same strings. 
When both on earth shall cease to beat. 
Pray God in heaven again we meet ! 



WRITTEN ON RETURNING HOME. 

Hail! and again all hail to thee. 

My garden's pride, my chestnut tree ! * 

Hence, with a fondly listening ear. 

The thrush and blackbird's notes I hear ; 

Or, whilst the flowers are drooping round. 

The rocky Tavy's rushing sound : 

For e'en when neighbouring streams are dry, 

Our forest springs his urn supply. 

And when cool evening from our home 

Invites us for awhile to roam. 

We, Whitchurch! to thy down repair. 

For health, and exercise, and air ; 

* This beautiful tree unfortunately no longer exists. It 
was cut down (in cousequ^nce of there being so many trees 
in the vicarage garden) soon after the decease of the author. 
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But ere we quit our frugal board, 

With more, howe'er, than wanted stored ; 

My wife (God's gifts with all to share, 

E'en with the tenants of the air) 

Throws bread-crumbs near the window's sill, 

And see, how soon, with peeking bill, 

The birds the tempting boon devour ; 

Or, of parental love the power 

So fondly prove ; for lo ! this flies. 

Soon as it gains the valued prize. 

To fill her young one's opening beak, 

Whose shivering wings its joys bespeak; 

Whilst that, tho' with the load oppressed, 

Conveys it to her distant nest. 



MY CHESTNUT TREE. 

Of all my garden holds, to me 
Dearest art thou, my chestnut tree ; 
Dear as the mulberry tree — to those 
Who sought the spot where Avon flows, 
And poured libations on the shrine 
Of him, first favourite of the Nine •— 
Planted by Shakespeare's honoured hand. 
Who reigned supreme o'er fairy land. 
'Neath thee, how many an hour I've spent, 
Cooler than in the amplest tent ; 
For sure, to my poetic sight. 
E'en fairies add to my delight 
M 3 
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This 'gainst the sun a shelter weaves, 
That calls soft zephyrs thro' the leaves ; 
These for my feet the carpet spread, 
Whence mingled flowers their fragrance shed ; 
Whilst those allure the blackbird near, 
To charm with song my ravished ear. 

Could I but borrow Shakespeare's wand, 
My home should be as fairy land; 
And surely such it well may seem 
To him who reads his witching Dream, 
With all its summer's fairy glee, 
Seated beneath this chestnut tree. 



LINES ADDRESSED TO MR. BRAHAM, 

Oir MT WIFE LEZTDINO HIM HER PIANO FOB HIS OONGBBT. 

To thee, though thine a heart of fire, 
My wife supplied the wanting lyre. 
Would, Braham, with that voice of thine. 
To blend my native rhymes 'twere mine! 
For void of music's just control, 
What's song, but body without soul? 

May 6th, 1846. 



HOBTFS SICCUS OF AN INVALID. 167 

TO MY WIFE, 

ON HER PULCINQ A BOSE IN MY BOSOM. 

Doubtless, in worshipping the Nine, 
Most of their votaries would opine 
'Twere doctrine most heretical, 
To think a button-hole poetical. 
But when, in mine, Eliza chose 
To place, with sportive smiles, a rose, 
I felt, how mean soe'er the thing, 
There's naught of which I dare not sing. 
The Bath, the Garter, or the Thistle— 
(Worthless to me as children's whistle) 
By me all others prized above. 
This rose the Order be of Love. 
Diamonds from nature's darkest mine, 
Man's art, in stars, can bid them shine ; 
But who would paint the blushing rose, 
That breathes with love, with joy that glows? 
What tho' it fade within an hour — 
Who o'er his life has longer power? 
What tho' the rose e*en bears a thorn— 
Death points to Resurrection's morn. 



MY WIFE. 

'TIS sweet, in Autumn's breezy mom. 
To see, like ocean's waves, the corn. 
But sweeter (like those waves tossed high. 
Commingling with the stormy sky), 
K 4 
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When yon tall poplar, to the breeze 
Upturns, amid those darker trees, 
Its silvery leaves ; as if it threw 
Sparkles, to light the heaven's deep blue. 

Yet sweeter than or corn or tree, 
Anna ! thy beaming eyes to see. 
When in those mirrors are expressed 
The varied feelings of thy breast. 



GOD'S WARNING; 

WRITTEN AT A TIME OF PDBUC DISOOlTrEIlT A1II> 
DISTURBANCE. 

GrOD speaks, and with a voice of thunder ; 
He spealA in wrath : and who can wonder ? 
" Ah ! sinful nation, change thy ways. 
And turn thy recklessness to praise : 
Why would'st thou change, without a cause, 
Mine ordinances and thy laws ? 
" I, even I, for aye the same. 
Will change thy glory into shame ; 
E*en as the seasons, thro' the land, 
Change, as I lift my warning hand. 
Confess thy sins, then, and repent : 
And be thy happiness content. 
Man an hereafter well may fear ; 
But nations will I punish here." 
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LINES, 

WBITTEN UNDER A FAYOUBITE CHESTNUT TREE. 

" Under the fig-tree " (e'en tho' none was near) 
" I saw thee " — ^fiUed NathanieFs soul with fear ; 
That holj fear which leads to holier love, 
When man on earth commune&'with heaven above. 
And to a Christian, what is this bnt seeing -— 
In Gk)d we live, and move, and have our being ? 

Here, 'mid mj native garden's narrow bound, 
Whilst Summer sunbeams scorch the country round. 
And swiftly-fading flowers more swiftly fade ; 
Seated beneath this chestnut's spreading shade 
(Soft whilst its pendent branches wave and creak). 
Its tufted leaves so fan my glowing cheek, 
That (as to pleasure heat were turned frqp pain) 
'Twere more than thankless longer to complain. 

May He, e'en now, whose fan is in His hand. 
The Husbandman that sowed this happy land, 
Whilst justly high and low, and rich and poor. 
Winnowing, He purges thus His threshing floor. 
Remove the chaff that loads my sinful heart, 
And haply place some few good grains apart. 
From which such joyful harvest may arise. 
As reaping angels garner in the skies. 
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TO THE SAME. 

Thou, more than Xerxes' Plane, my Chestnut tree ! 
(Or spell-wove verse is vain) shalt honoured be : 
Yes ! thee (and fairly) may I call mine own. 
I found thee, young, by taller trees o'ergrown, 
And gave thee ampler space ; but, downward bent, 
Grateful thou form'st for me a verdant tent, 
Impervious to the sun ; whilst Zephyr's wing 
Lifts the light leaves his gentlest breeze to bring. 
Yet sometimes, e'en for thee, my neighbouring 
shed 
I quit not : no ; when from thy leaves are spread 
Unpleasapt odours.* But they spring from flowers 
That promise fruit in autumn's waning hours. 
So, toay the " putrifying sores " of sin 
(Festering, at first, the sinner's heart within ; 
At last, e'en by that sinner's self abhorred), 
Become, thro' prayer, sweet incense to the Lord. 

Juike 20th, 1846. 

* At a particular time in summer the Spanish chestnut 
tree emits a disagreeable smell, just before the setting of the 
blossom into the nut. 
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LINES, 

ON VISITING A FAVOUBITE SPOT, AND FINDINO THE TREES 
CUT DOWN. 

Oft as I walk, tho' all unseen, 

Under my hawthorn hedge so green, 

— Except when May-born blossoms spread 

Their shade and fragrance o'er my head ; 

A poet with no more renown 

Than this, for canopy and crown — 

Thankless, like most, for present good. 

Late as I sought a neighbouring wood, 

For deeper shade and fresher air 

Than in my grounds 'tis mine to share — 

I scarce could recognise the scene : 

Where elves might dance before their queen. 

The axe had felled the loveliest trees ; 

No leaves noyr rustled to the breeze ; 

No shade refreshed me 'mid the heat ; 

No moss supplied a welcome seat. 

And why no longer could be traced 

The hand of Nature and of taste ? 

Because another had the power 

To blast my pleasures in an hour. 

Had I but Orpheus' magic strain. 

The trees and shades should come again. 

But ah ! e'en Wesley's skill, I fear*, 

Would fail my drooping heart to cheer ; i 

* Dr. Wesley was, at the time this was written, playing 
frequently on the organ at Tavistock. 
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Grieved, if I sought that wood again, 
Past jojs would but renew my pain. 

Oh I whilst 'tis mine, may none intrude 
On me or on my solitude ; 
Nor dare despoil (whate'er my lot) 
The charms of this, my native spot. 



TO THE LILY OF THE VALLEY. 

I LOVE the shade, like yon sweet flower, 
That droops beneath the sun's fierce power, 

The lily of the valley hight : 
Her snowy bells, that hang between 
Each mantling leaf of deepest green, 

Scarce trust their beauties to the sight. 



THE SHIP OF THE CHURCH. 

Last eve, amid the tempest's awful roar. 
Sighing, I thought but of a wreck-strewed shore. 
But see! its fostering ray of brightest glow, 
The star of morn sheds on the moon below*, 

* This refers to a striking combination of the Morning 
Star with the Moon, which the author witnessed at daybreak, 
after a stormy night. 
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Yon crescent moon (tho' of a paler hue, 
Yet sparkling 'mid the heaven's ethereal blue); 
A boat, as pendent from a swelling wave, 
That, o'er some rock, uplifts her but to save. 
So, tho' the fiercest winds and waves assail 
Christ's ship, the Church; yet shall they not 

prevail. 
K, to the Day-star, we but turn our eye, 
That rules in mercy through the boundless sky. 
And, with unfailing faith^ His aid implore — 
His hand shall guide us to the wished-for shore^ 

Dec. 5th, 1847. 



TO ANNA ELIZA, 

ON HER HAIR TURNING GRBT. 

Thy locks, I fain would think, dear wife, 
An emblem of this changeful life. 
For they when first I called thee mine, 
Curled like the tendrils of the vine : 
But now, if thou consult thy glass, 
Thou'lt find them streaked like lady-grass*, 
And (nor the useful warning slight) 
They soon may change to snowy white. 
But still unchanged thy heart shall be. 
As mine (forgive the boast) to thee. 

* Lady-grass ; the trivial name of a garden plant 
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POESY. 

The harp of Jesse's son had power 
To charm of Saul each moodj hour. 
So Poesy! tho' none may hear, 
Thy strains my worldly cares can cheer ; 
For vexed by this world's noise and din. 
My weary soul seeks peace within ; 
Where melody her better pai't 
Has chosen in the willing hearty 
That sighs, ere long, on wings of love, 
To join th' angelic choir above. 



LINES, 

WBlTTEir ON THE FLT LEAF OF VERSES BT CHBI8TINA 
O. BOSSETTI. 

What I can a maid so young 
Feel the fond force of love ? 

Or childhood's harp be strung 
Most women's power above ? 

Yes. For, what's stranger still, 

I feel my heart, so old. 
If passion prompt its will. 

Has never yet been cold. 

The first and last to beat. 

The heart — by God's own breath 
Of life and love the seat — 
Is ever young till death. 
July 24th, 1847. 
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ON FIRST VENTURING OUT: 

WRITTEN m MY GABDEX, AFTER A LONG UiLNESS, IN THE 
SPRING OF 1848. 

Tho', sickness! long 'twas thine to sTiroud 
My days and nights in shower and cloud ; 
At last 'tis mine awhile to share •► 

The cheerful sun, the balmy air. 
So, slumbering oft in sin's drear nighty 
May God awake me with His light ! 
Mercy o'er judgment shall prevail: 
For prayer with faith can never fail. 



THE DAISY. 

The mountain daisy, nursed by heaven. 
To thee have fresher charms been given : 
For Burns to that attractive name 
Has added never dying fame. 
Amid the Regent's crowded park 
A daisy 'twas my lot to mark, 
Which tho' by many a footstep trod, 
Still lifts the eye of day* to God. 

Man is not rooted to the soil, 
But wins his way with ease or toil. 
Where Providence directs his lot. 
Whether a high or lowly spot 
He calls his home ; but, once content, 
He'll bless whate'er God's hand has sent. 
June 5ih, 1848. 

♦ Daisy, quasi Day's Eye. 
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ON DISTANT MUSIC. 

'Tis sweet when, seated in the shade, 
To catch, soft sounding thro' the glade. 
Some distant music, when the ear 
Lists deep, its fitful strains to hear ; 
And fancy to the coldly real, 
Warmly would wed the world ideal : 
Sweet like the cooing of the dove. 
Or whispers of requited love. 



THE BLACKBIRD AND HER BROOD. 

wRrrrEN to please a child. 

A BLACKBIRD spako thus to her brood. 
As she sheltered them under her wing, 

" Oh scream not so loudly for food, 
Which your father is ready to bring. 

" I know by the notes that I hear, 
That ere long with his dear ones he'll be ; 

But bird-nesting urchins are near, 
And hence he abides on yon tree. 

*' He soon shall your hunger assuage, 
Oh cease then your perilous noise : 

Or, alas ! you'll be placed in a cage, 
And be starved by these mischievous boys." 



HOKTIJS SICCUS OF AN INTALID. 177 

TO SAMUEL ROGERS. 

FROM A 8EPTUAGENARY TO AN OCTOOENARY. 

" Pleasures of Memory " — pleasures, oh ! how- 
rare — 
Who, Rogers ! like thyself #an hope to share ? 
My years are not a few ; but, more than mine, 
E'en seventeen lustres cannot sum up thine ? 
Yet, short or long, to all can give content 
The peaceful memory of a life well spent. 



TO THE SAME, 

IN CONSEQUENCE OF HIS SAYING TO HY WIFE, IN A LETTER 
(in reply to one INTIMATING HER INTENTION OF VISITING 
LONDON), "pray COME SOON, IF YOU WISH TO SEE YOUU 
FRIEND, OR I SHALL BE EI.SEWHBRE." MARCH 18, 1850. 

" Come soon if you your friend would see. 
Or," — words ambiguous — <*I shall elsewhere be." 
To range o'er nature's realm, to whom 'tis given, 
Happy ; but happier he who's entering heaven. 
Since some are his when scarce they draw their 

breath, 
Well may the old each day prepare for Death. 
Once more be mine to meet you here on earth, 
Ere Death unites us thro' life's happiest birth. 



VOL. IT. 
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TO MY WIFE, 

ON HER PRUSENTINO MB WITH A BOBB, 

MoBE than a quarter of a hundred years 
WeVe spent in wedded love, 'mid hopes and fears ; 
And now, tho' nearly I've attained the span 
Deemed the full compass of the life of man, 
Thou, from our flower-grown window, high in air. 
Hast plucked a rose, and with the fondest prayer 
Of kind " good morrow," bid'st me taste its breath. 
Which (as a medicine 'gainst th' approach of death) 
Mingling with thine, embodied in a kiss — 
Was no faint symbol of a husband^ bliss. 
And oh ! when death our wedded bands shall sever. 
May ours be mutual bliss in heaven, for ever ! 

Sept. 23rd, 1848. 

♦ 

TO A FRIEND. 

ON THE DEATH OF HIS ONLY SOlf. 

Thine only child, so early from thee torn — 
Tes! 'twas but right thy heart awhile should 

mourn. 
But, without hope, for years to sorrow still, 
Oh say, is this to do thy Father's will ? 
Had He not given His only Son for thee, 
What hope hadst thou for immortality ? 
Oh! wilt not thou a few short sorrows bear, 
The joys of heaven — and with thy child — to share ? 
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PROFITABLE SOLITUDE. 

** Ne'er less alone than when alone," was said 
By Scipio ; witnessed by the life he led. 
Well may the lonely Christian, then, recall 
That God in whom he lives is all in all. 

Be where we may, our God is ever near. 
Poured from the . heart our praise and prayer to 

hear. 
He knows our thoughts or ere we give them breath ; 
He hears our prayers to the last lisp of death ; 
Bids, in the grave, our body turn to clay. 
Again to join the soul in realms of day. 



THE MAN WITHIN. 

Labour's k pleasure ; but it ne'er was meant 
Man or a bow should never be unbent. 
By pleasure led, 'mid distant scenes to roam, 
Oft has inspired a keener zest for home« 
Absent or present, we its joys may share : 
Trusty and true, the heart is ever there. 

We seek for pleasure ; but oft find it sin. 
The fount and flood of joy's the man within. 
Hailed by the sceptre, smitten by the rod, 
He owns in each the gracious hand of God. 
N 2 
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THE HOLY FLAME. 

Love is a pure and holj flame, 

Whose modest warmth ne'er turns to shame ; 

Or, if a blush suffuse the cheek, 

Thinks naught but what the lips maj speak ; 

Nor feels a wish but what the heart 

With truth and candour might impart : 

For one and all should love each other 

E'en as a sister loves a brother. 

This is that pure and holy love 

That serves below, to reign above. 



TO ANNA ELIZA. 

In search of health my feet may roam — 
Why urge, kind Leech ! such cautious care?- 

But my fond heart beats best at home, 
Nor sighs to change its native air. 

These abbey walls, my garden's bound, 
And trees their planter's eye that greet, 

Near rocks where Tavy's waves resound. 
Shade me from summer's feverish heat. 

When winter's sun-lit walks I tread. 
With frozen feet, grown weak and old, 

(For both extremes alike I dread,) 
I feel, or fancy, I'm less cold. 



HOKTUS SICCUS OF AN INYALID. 181 

To share this garden with my wife, 
In joy and love has long been given : 

Be ours, when closed this earthly life, 
A better Paradise in heaven. 



TO THE SAME, 

'TwAS here, with modest step, that, led by love, 
Whose guiding symbol is the holy dove, 
(To me, how blest the saintly hour ! tho' late,) 
Whilst slow and softly oped the postern gate. 
Beneath these abbey walls, once stained with blood 
When pagan Danes, for spoil, sought Tavy's flood, 
Blushing thou camest, — tho' thine a worthier fame 
Than shone on fair Elfrida's royal name. 
Who bom of him that built these mouldering walls 
Brought foul disgrace on Edgar's regal halls, — 
And gavest thy hand to me, to fame unknown. 
And if my name, now blended with thine own. 
E'en yet be known, 'tis that Devonia smiled, 
To boast, thro' me, of her adopted child. 



V 3 
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TO CAROLINE, 

ox VISmNa HER AFTER HER IIXNBSS. 

He whom war's banner leads o'er fields of death 
Rarely can hope to draw life's lengthened breath ; 
Yet, to the spot, where long in peace and fame 
A soldier lived*, thou'st given his honoured name. 

Tho* sore thy sickness, long may be thy life, 
A happy mother, and a happy wife ! 
What of that sickness tho' some smart remain ; 
Art's boundless charms shall mitigate thy pain. 
Thy hand can trace the Thames, mid trees and 

flowers. 
That with her distant sails salutes thy bowers ; 
Whilst the blithe birds those bowers which gaily 

throng, 
Thy tuneful lips can rival them in song. 
But, long or short, 'mid weal or woe, our days 
May all be hallowed thro' our Maker's praise. 



EPIGRAM TO A LADY, 

WHO IN HER TOX7TH HAD BEEN HANDSOME. 

What maid but smiles if poets call her fair ? 
Why frown, my friend ! because I say you were ? 
Wrinkles, as well as smiles, still speak the truth : 
And age may share our love as well as youth ; 
Nay more : for what says many a lettered sage ? 
That love is proved, if not improved, by age. 
♦ General Ramsey. 
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LIFE AND DEATH. 

Body and soul, no doubt, 'tis sad should sever ; 
Yet 'tis hj death that we shall live for ever. 



NATAL TRIADS. 

What tho' we're fallen on evil days : 
Our eyes from earth we still may raise, 
And chant our heavenly Father'is praise. 

What tho* youth's brighter days are gone, 
And weakness come as years roll on, 
This body shall be " clothed upon.** 

Bonds changed for principality ; 
Appearance for reality ; 
Mortal for immortality. 

Dec. 18th, 1850. 



DAWLISa* 

Mid present and more lasting joys, 'twas meant 
That home should fill each bosom with content ; 
Absence distasteful, wheth^ far or near, 
Could seldom to th' insatiate heart be dear^ 

* Of the grotesque forms above mentioned, the/r«^ as seen 
from Dawlish, seems clothed in a Laplander's rough fur 
cloak, with a hood, having an ornamented top-knot on his 

N 4 
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Did not our thoughts still cherish and contain 
The wondrous coil of memory's mystic chain. 

Thus, Dawlish! tho' to thee, with thanks, I owe, 
Long chilled by sickness, health's returning glow; 
Thy charms are chiefly, that thou bring'st to mind 
Things oft I've heard of, or in history find. 

In giant form grotesque, well may'st thou boast 
The rocky guardians of thy wood-crowned coast. 
Like those granitic gods of kindred dye,* 
Darting from Nile's mid course their sovereign eye* 

head. Tet it reminded me of the recumbent grace of The- 
seus among the Elgin Marbles. On approaching it, however, 
in a different direction, it assumed, I thought, the form of 
my armorial crest, a griffin's head ; though with this difference 
— instead of a coronet being round the neck, it is placed 
upon the head. The second, sitting in a raised and com- 
manding attitude, wears a travelling or rather foraging cap, 
with a projecting but somewhat depressed brim in front, and 
a great coat with many capes hanging behind his shoulders. 
The thirdj perhaps, may be compared to Punch, who 
(having guarded his head with a kind of turban, lest in 
swinging round his cudgel to belabour his wife, he should 
strike his own pate), conscious that he has taken a drop too 
much, leans back against the cliff for support, that he may 
not fall forward into the sea. Incongruous as it may ap- 
pear, the rock in question, and another, near but not seen 
from Dawlish, are called the parson and clerk. The latter 
has no small likeness to a Kangaroo seated on its haunches, 
its short paws held upon its breast, and its long tail, occa- 
sionally, floating in the water. 
*. The Dawlish coast consists of red sand-stone. 
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Yon rustic signal on the beetling cliff, 
To guide the fisherman's returning skiff, 
Seems the proud ensign of imperial Rome, 
That bade all nations seek in her their home : 
Whilst on thy railway, modern Italy 
Her storied campanile bids us see ; 
And from the tunneled arch, with swelling roar, 
The ponderous train, that shakes the echoing 

shore, 
Shoots from the yawning portal, dark as night ; 
As if grim Pluto sought the realms of light, 
And strove with Neptune, which may fairest boast 
Supreme dominion o'er Devonia's coast ; 
Or, once contending elements, — now friends, 
(Intent, for man's behoof, on nobler ends,) 
E'en fire and water, — bidding war to cease. 
Would bind, with social love, all realms in peace. 



METRICAL MUSINGS OF AN INVALID. 

Know, wouldst thou, why the trustful sailor 

braves 
The ever restless ocean's threatening waves ? 
'Tis from his dear-loved home, however far. 
Still points the compass to the polar star. 

A treacherous world the Christian thus defies ; 
And leaves his own, to reach, above the skies, 
A better home ; where ne'er that syren Sin 
Can spread her lures his priceless soul to win. 
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Yes ! nor by pleasure, nor by fear o'erthrown, 
His faithful heart is fixed on God alone I 
The Day-star guides him in his youthful ways ; 
The Sun of Righteousness prolongs his days, 
When his pure spirit, called to realms above, 
Shall bask in endless beams of light and love. 



MUSINGS ON THE SEA-SHORE. 

MoBE dear than fame, or power, or wealth, 
Nay, all the joys this world can give ; 

I hither came in search of health, 
O Lord ! for Thee and thine to live. 

Then, strengthened by the breezy sea. 

Bid me, like Enoch, walk with Thee. 

Thou, Source of all things ! Three in One, 
Thro* ways, mid heights and depths unknown, 

Didst send, from heaven to earth. Thy Son, 
To take our nature as His own ; 

That wide His word and power should be. 

As waters overspread the sea. 

For us He lived, for us He died, 

That He, thro' love, our souls might win ; 
Where blood and water from His side 

Have washed away each deadly sin. 
Yes! wide as is the outspread sea^ 
To Jesus all shall bow the knee» 
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E'en me, like Peter, didst thou send 
To fish for men ; but now, grown old, 

My nets, like Zebedee, I mend, 

Which younger arms may best unfold. 

And when I quit life's troubled sea, 

Christ ! God and man, remember me ! 

Dawlisb, June 23rd, 1851. 



LINES WRITTEN ON THE SEA-SHORE. 

'Tis sweet to sit beneath umbrageous trees, 
And feel and listen to the cooling breeze ; 
But sweeter under shadowy cliffs to be 
Pacing the sands, washed by the billowy sea, 
That gently laves, or lashes loud the shore, 
Where caves repeat its ripplings or its roar. 
Each rules, by turns, the sympathising heart 
That loves, when nature acts, to bear a part : 
And nature's drama nowhere else, I ween, 
Can boast so large a stage or nobler scene. 
For oft so closely joined, that not an eye 
Can trace the difference betwixt sea and sky ; 
We mark how that to this presents its breast 
Whereon in bonds of hallowed love to rest, 

Dawlish, June 19th, 1851. 
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COINCIDENCES. 

'TwAS in an isle Paul saved his shipwrecked crew ; 
And manj a soul from heathen sins withdrew. 
'Twas in an isle the Son of Man revealed 
How many with salvation shall be sealed. 
And haply to our dear-loved isle 'tis given 
To consummate the just decrees, of Heaven, 
Upraise Christ's ensign on her sea-girt shore, 
Repulse the faithless, and His own restore. 



THE SEA-SHORE. 

Alike, 'mid storm or calm, the restless sea 
Wakes in our breast the thrill of poetry : 
Its rough or soothing sound, in varying measure, 
Binds sympathy to fear, nor less to pleasure. 

See yon fair damsel, when its waves retreat, 
Follow, loud laughing, with adventurous feet; 
But when again they flow, what shrieks of fear. 
Heal or feigned, salute our startled ear. 

'Tis that the living sea is ne'er at rest ; 
'Tis that quick feelings swell each virgin's breast ; 
'Tis that the heart, like ocean's changeful flood, 
Bids ebb or flow, by fits th' impassioned blood. 
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ON THE GROTESQUE ROCKS AT DAWLISH.* 

Sos^E think these giants, in an age unknown, 
Cruel to shipwrecked crews, were turned to stone; 
But I, to warn them of their threatened fate. 
That thus above the shallow shore they sate ; 
Or act as bulwarks to the cultured land, 
Whose lofty cliifs dark and majestic stand. 
Fancy may find in them th' enchanter's rod; 
Wisdom ascribes them to the will of God. 



TO MRS. HODSON, 

LATE MISS HOLFOBD, THE POETESS. 

In search of Nature's charms 'tis sweet to roam, 
But sweeter far again to seek. our home ; 
Yet who, for home, without a sigh can part 
From friends whose smiles at once could win the 
heart ? 
By poets and by moralists we're told, 
No friendship's true, unless long tried and old. 

* Tradition describes the grotesque rocks here alluded to, 
as a monument of retributive justice. Men of gigantic 
stature turned into stone, whose cruelty destroyed every 
crew shipwrecked on their shores. 
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'Tis false: for strangers — chance they to compare 
The worth of common friends whose love ihej 

share ; • 
Nay, more so, if bereaved of these by death — 
Of love, thus pure, drink instantly the breath. 
Yes! the swift influence of another's name 
Knits bonds far closer than one's self-earned fame. 



EMPLOYMENT IN AGE. 

Mr nerves, unstrung and chilled by age, 
Not Painting's charms can now engage ; 
No, not e'en Music's fiercer fire 
Win them to strike her long-loved lyre : 
Yet glows my bosom with delight, 
And still my trembling hands can write. 
The writing's but a scrawl indeed, 
Which yet there may be some to read : 
Would that the feelings there expressed 
Could cheer one pang in sorrow's breast ; 
Add but a grain to wise content ; 
Nay, e'en to harmless merriment. 

• Mrs. Hodson, like ourselves, had been on terms of inti- 
mate friendship with the lamented Southey. 
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TO MRS. G , 

WHO RECOLLECTED THE WRITER WHEN A CHILD. 

To be remembered when a child, 
Whilst, as I wondered, nature smiled; 
Nor yet the world my steps beguiled — 

'Tis this that moves my thankful heart. 
Years over each their course have sped : 
Tho' absent, not a tear was shed. 
Yet, not by chance, but mercy led. 

Soon shall we meet no more to part. 

For those his precepts who have heard, 
(E'en tho' at times they may have erred,) 
And longed to keep his holy word, 

Till, for the prize, their race be run; 
Tho' strangers to each other here. 
When summoned to a higher sphere. 
Shall each to other be most dear. 

And all, with Christ, in God be one. 



TO MISS G , 

WHO KINDLY CONDUCTED THE WRITER THROUGH SOME OF 
THE MOST STRIKINQ SCENES AROUND DAWIJSH. 

To thee, and to thy mother's care, I owe 
What of the charms that Dawlish boasts I know. 
Thou led'st me to the chapel mid yon dale, 
And of its arch-formed ruin told the tale ; 
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From which erst flowed the rill, now sunk in earth, 

To many an infant that gave Christian birth 

And where, with rushes and with briars o'ergrown, 

Death left his record on a single stone.* 

Thou led*st me where the barrow rears its head; 

Of those who fell in fight the crowded bed: 

Or haply! beacon, with its fire or smoke, 

That roused the brave to spurn th' invader's yoke. 

There Luscombe's hills and vales salute the eye; 

Here Mamhead's obelisk pierces the blue sky. 

There Exe, her villa-sparkling banks that laves, 

Bends her slow course to the sea's changeful waves. 

Beating the rocks grotesque, with sullen roar, 

Or soft receding from the sandy shore. 

Thou, from the sheltered mansion at its base, 

Led'st me the beauties of the cliff to trace. 

Before us, o'er yon grot, a towering height, 

The circling swallows wing their rapid flight: 

No less than they (tho' seated) in mid air. 

Their joy, thro' sympathy, we well may share; 

Tho' for a moment they but seek their nest. 

To feed their young or press them to their breast. 

Nor less to thee the after treat I owe. 

To pace the cot's famed scenes thence seen below. 

By rustic steps descending to the dell, 

Resting awhile within a hermit's cell, 

We crossed a lawn, where nature, taste, and art 

Might claim, perhaps, an almost equal part, 

* Said to be stained by the blood of a mor.k, murdered on 
the spot. 
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And climbed through sylvan paths our winding way, 
Now deep in gloom, now bright with gleams of day; 
Till, with regret, we left the loftiest bower; 
Whilst set the sun, near Haldon's glowing tower. 



ESTHER. 

What! shall the lowest son of poverty 

Bow to the mean, however high he be, 

If, proudly sitting in the city gate. 

He dare assume his royal master's state ? 

No! but the queen may humbly bend the knee. 

To her loved husband throned in majesty, 

With cries for justice, joined with tears of woe — 

To charge the favourite with a destined blow. 

From a loathed rival that himself might free ; 

And hold God's people in captivity. 

The sceptre, pointed by his sovereign hand, 

Showed that her suit had won his stem command : 

The gallows raised for Mordecai on high, 

By Haman, justly there must Haman die. 

Nay, all must die, all fall into the grave; 

Yet God, for aye, can doom to death, or save. 



VOL. 11. 
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TO MISS CAROLINE B , 

ON HEB ''LEGENDARY TALES." 

The legends of pretended saints, 
The hand of superstition paints : 
In spite of rich illumination, 
Worst of mad fiction's wild creation. 
Tho' folly trusts they'll all deceive, 
These none but bigots can believe. 
Be mine the legendary lore. 
Treasured 'mid Nature's artless store ; 
And where so well she played her part, 
As pleased the mind and won the heart. 
Tho' facts distorted meet our view, 
Our feelings fain would have them true. 
What hand would tear from history's page 
The legends of a former age? 
For what but tales of those whose fame 
Rests, if on this, but on a name. 
Bid us to sympathise with Lear, 
Or for Cordelia shed a tear ? 
Oh! tell me, (for to thee 'tis known) 
Why giants thus were turned to stone ; 
Of these may Dawlish proudly boast. 
Whose frowns or warnings guard her coast. 
The chains that bound my eyes with wonder 
I know thou wouldst not rend asunder : 
Wave then thy rod with magic hand, 
And still I'll dwell in fairy land. 
Dawlish, July 26th, 1851. 
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CREATION. 

No sooner spake the voice, "Let there be light! " 
Than ceased the reign of chaos and of night : 
Nay, had it attered but a single word, 
At once creation had the fiat heard ; 
Instant the sun, the moon, the stars, the earth. 
Had sprung to full perfection at their birth. 
But God would work on earth as well as Heaven, 
And teach weak man the mystic power of seven. 
'Twas thus He wrought — that we His power 

might praise — 
The mighty wonders of six plastic days : 
And bade the hallowed seventh o'er all be blest ; 
When, from their works, men, like Himself, should 

rest. 
Thus learn we from the law, revealed of yore : 
The Gospel teaches greater truths and more — 
Three Divine Persons, there, to faith are shown ; 
Of each the operations duly known ; 
And tho' by each as God, those deeds be done ; 
(How deep the mystery!) not three Gods, but one: 
Christians, in concert with the heavenly host. 
Worship the Father, Son, and Holy Ghost. 
The WOKD — Jehovah, He who made the world, 
And from high heaven the rebel angels hurled; 
He, of that world the day-star and the light. 
Rescuing the slaves of sin from death and night; 
o 2 
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He, too, of righteousness th' unerring sun 
To every man (ere his true course be run). 
Was, thro' the H0I7 Spirit, bom our brother, 
Of Mary's blessed womb — a virgin mother. 
For us alone He lived, for us He died, 
Made us his Church, and chose her as his bride. 
Here, by the Spirit, are we bom again ; 
Washed in the holy font from mortal stain ; 
(Wondrous the body, at its first creation ! 
How more, the spirit's never checked gradation !) 
Prepared, by justifying Faith alone, 
To stand, with the redeemed, before the throne. 
Where seven-fold power, in mystic music reigns 
O'er men and angels 'mid their choral strains; 
Nay, where the many coloured rainbow's spread, 
Circling with living rays th' Almighty's head, 
There burn seven fiery spirits, joined in one ; 
Whilst, at his right stands the Eternal Son, 
Who, whilst unnumbered beings prostrate fall, 
Resigns his rule to God, as all in all. 

August 8th, 1851. 
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LINES, 

ON SEEma CHILDREN PLATINQ ON THE BEACH AT DAWUSH. 

Yon children, on old Ocean's sandy bound, 
With playful toil pile high the circling mound ; 
Then for its crown, to seek a stone they run, 
And almost marvel at the work they've done. 
So, in the infancy of by-gone days. 
Men the huge tumulus or cairn upraise, 
To spread o'er future times their lasting fame, 
Or hallow it by some foul idol's name. 
But, soon or late, shall come the fatal day. 
When tide or time shall wash them all away. 



CAUTION TO A ROBIN.* 

Most birds, in flocks, with cunning heed. 
Watch where the sower throws his seed ; 
And, homeward when he wends his way. 
Soon make his honest toil their prey. 

* tn giving these and the following verses to the 7?o6m, 
it is best perhaps to preface them with some account of 
tf<e hird to which they were addressed. In the Vicarage 
gardens, early in the autumn of 1851, a beautiful little 
Robin, evidently very young, took a fancy to tame himself 
without any effort on the part of the writer or the editor. He 
commenced by sitting watching us, on a low gate that 
divided one part of a walk from another ; he next hopped 
before us in the path ; and at length stationed himself on one 
o 3 
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But the bold Kobin, frank as free, 
Sees not in man an enemj ; 
Prompted by faith and not by fear, 
Drops on his path, and hopping near, 
Pecks on the ground, as if, tho' dumb. 
He asked for alms, one little crumb. 
Come to my breakfast when you will. 
And many a crumb your crop shall fill. 

particular holly tree, or a shrub near it Seeing how 
prettily he behaved, and how regularly he came at my call, 
I took him crumbs of bread ; and every time I came near 
the holly and held out my hand, he would perch on it, and 
eat the crumbs, and twitter in the prettiest manner imagin- 
able. I was so pleased that one day I indulged him by pro- 
curing a penny cake that had plums in it. The writer of 
the verses said I should spoil him. The cake lasted three 
weeks ; during which period he regularly came five, six, or 
seven times every day to perch on my hand and peck the 
crumbs. When another person went into the garden, he 
would come and look for me; go away again, and then 
return and watch till I came ; and would often come flutter- 
ing to meet me. The cake all gone, I took, as at first, bread 
crumbs for him : but Robin was so offended at no longer 
being served with cake, that after tasting the first bit, he 
would not touch another ; but hopped upon them indignantly, 
fluttered his wings and would not stay upon my hand ; and 
this sort of behaviour he observed till I once more brought 
him cake; and then he returned to it, and to his good 
manners. The holly on which he always perched to watch 
for me, was in the winter of the same year full of berries. A 
couple of hawks were attracted by them to the topmost 
boughs ; but, strange to say, Robin maintained fearlessly his 
wonted place on the branches (more especially on one par- 
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But perch not on jon garden-pot ; 
Lest yours should prove a hapless lot.* 
Thus tamely if you seek the house, 
The cat may treat you as a mouse. 
Sept 11th, 1851. 



THE ROBIN AND THE HAWKS. 

" Come to the tree, the holly tree ; 
Come, pretty bird I oh, come to me ! " 
Eliza spake : ere long the bird, 
A.Robin, the glad summons heard ; 
And from its branch, at her command. 
Pecked crumbs, and perched upon her hand. 

Nay, tho' her steps two hawks arouse. 
And scare them from its upper boughs 
(YHio love to peck its winter berries, 
As children pluck the summer cherries) ; 
Thither comes Kobin, free from fear ; 
As safe where she and love are near. 

ticular branch in the lower part of the tree, next the garden 
walk), whence he conld conveniently come upon my hand. 
The hawks did him no harm. Robin disappeared in the 
following April, but returned to his old place and habits in 
the autumn. The winter, however, proved severe; and I 
fear he was shot by the youngsters who fired at the birds, for 
I never saw him after. — Note by the Editor. 

* Alluding to Bobin having perched on a garden-pot near 
the house, fearless of a cat that was watching him. 
o 4 
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TO THE ROBIN : 

A WABMINO AOAIN8T INDULGENCE TO PETB. 

" Pretty bird I pretty bird ! art thou waiting for 



me 



7 



I am come to the tree, to the tree, and to thee ! ** 
Eliza's well-known voice no sooner heard, 
Than to yon holly flies the joyful bird ; 
Obedient to her accents, ever bland. 
Leaps from the trembling bough upon her hand, 
And eats — or once did eat — the proflfered bread. 
With shivering wings, quick chirps, and sideling 

head. 
But, tho' forewarned, she from a sugared cake, — 
Say, was my counsel truth, or a mistake ? — 
Placed on her open palm some sweeter crumbs : 
Scarce eats he these, if seasoned not with plums. 
Who, raised too high, content his station bears ? 
Give all he seeks, and Robin's full of airs. 

Oct 16th, 1852. 



IMPROMPTU, 

ON BEEINO A PHOTOGENIC PORTRAIT OF A LADT. 

The sons of science may discover 
What's termed the photogenic art. 

But long was known to every lover 
The light formed image in his heart. 



HORTUS SICCUS OF AN INVALID. 201 

TO THE FIRST BUTTERFLY, 

SEEN IN MT GARDEN, MARCH, 1852. 

Tho' dear, yet to my home confined, 
Long, by the East's rheumatic wind, 
I welcome thee, sweet butterfly I 
With new-wove wings of saffron dye. 
Fitful they waft thee here and there, 
Content the joy of life to share. . 
Whilst a mere grub, 'twas thine to lie 
On earth, tho' born amid the sky 
To dance with sunbeams, hour for hour, 
Or sip the sweets of many a flower. 



THE DOVE AND THE CHESTNUT TREE. 

A WOOD-DOVE came, — 'twas strange to see,- 
And perched upon my favourite tree, 
A chestnut ; whose deep shade I choose, 
When — as on Zion's songs I muse. 
And give some kindred feelings vent,— 
I sit beneath its leafy tent. 
Hail 1 symbol of the Holy Dove, 
That leads from sin to joy and love. 

See, too, these ivied walls, so near ; 
There a fond thrush, devoid of fear, 
Sits brooding in her mossy nest, 
Or warms her young ones with her breast : 
I know not which ; for tho* Fm nigh. 
Naught moves but her confiding eye. 
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But now, I find, my busy dove, 
Whilst instinct prompts her prescient love, 
Is building, for her progeny, 
High on a neighbouring cedar tree. 
Steal, then, my twigs, tho' shade decrease ; 
But bring the olive leaf of peace : 
Whilst fostered thrushes round me throng. 
And cheer my heart with many a song. 
May 17th, 1852. 



TO THE FLY-CATCHER. 

FEBCHBD ON THE BOSCANO-BSITISH SEPUIXHBAL STONB IK 
MT GABOEN. 

Robin I know by his bright red breast : 
But who are you with your breast so grey. 

That, to and fro, for a moment's rest 

Seek yon high stone, or my rose-tree's spray ? 

Is it, sweet bird, with a watchful eye. 
Or for yourself or your callow brood, 

That swift o'er my verdant lawn you fly. 
In search of worms or some insect food ? 

You little know, when my walk I take. 

Which is short, on my narrow lawn, at best, 

I make it still shorter, and all for your sake ; 
That I may not disturb or your flight or your 
rest. 

July 6th, 1862. 
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TO MY WIFE, 

ON HBK PRESENTINO MB WITU A ROSE. 

Dbopt, careless on the ground, by some famed 

Belle, 
The flower may proudly deck some youth's lapel. . 
But» culled with taste, from these full clustering 

boughs. 
For me, tho' full of years, and placed, dear 

spouse, 
Upon my grateful breast, this simple rose, — 
A pledge of fondest love, — that breast still glows 
With warmer throbs than when for many a scar 
Beats his, whom glory honours with her star : 
Yes ! not the brightest orb that shines above 
Can shed such blessings as connubial love. 



TO J. B. NICHOLLS, ESQ.* 

'Tis sweet beside the mountain brook to roam. 
When, tossed from rock to rock, its waters foam ; 
Sweet, on a bank, beneath o'ershadowing trees, 
To drink from distant hills the cooling breeze; 

♦ The worthy and respected Editor of the Gentleman's 
Magazine, his daughters, the editor of these pages, and a 
near relative, under the guidance of the writer of the above 
lines, proceeded to visit a picturesque mill which belonged to 
the author, at the beautiful village of Peter Tavy, about three 
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But when wild thunders rend the darkened air,- 
Whilst, darting from black clouds, the lightnings 

glare; 
Well may you then the oak's proud shelter dread, 
Who scorns, but draws their vengeance on his 

head. 
Fain would my heart a cherished hope fulfil. 
And show the mountain-brook that turns my mill. 
When lowered the sky, from sickness and from age, 
I dared not, like your friends, the storm's fierce rage; 
But to my late-left shed returned ; and there. 
Soon, for your safety, breathed an anxious prayer. 
Lightning — I knew — once struck yon hallowed 

tower,* 
And on that rock-crowned tor had proved its 

power. 

miles distant from Tavistock. Whilst the party went forward 
to view a wild and romantic Coombe near the spot, intend- 
ing to follow, he remained for a short time at the mill, in 
conversation with the family of his tenant. In the interval 
one of those fearfhl storms of thunder, lightning, and rain, to 
which countries of a mountainous character are liable, 
came on so suddenly and violently, that the party were ob- 
bliged to take shelter in a cottage near the Coombe. The 
writer was detained at the mill for some hours, before he 
could join his friends, or they could return to him. During 
that time be penned the verses here given, in consequence of 
the little anxious circumstances, to which he alludes, that 
occurred during the storm. — Note by the Editor, 
♦ Peter Tavy Church. 
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Thus listening to " the pitiless storm " half wild, 
A mother told me that her darling child 
(A neighbour's, late, the casement oped for air, 
The lightning passed, and only singed its hair;) 
Lured by the fond companions of his play. 
Had left her sorrowing almost half the day. • 
But prayers and tears their wonted guerdon 

earned. 
The boy was found — and safe my friends returned. 

Peter Tavy MiUs, Sept. 7tli, 1852. 



THE WRITER'S DREAM OF LITTLE MARY.* 

Full twenty years have now gone by 
Since little Mary met my eye, 
Unconscious of her youthful charms. 
Smiling in a sister's arms. 

* A sweet intelligent ehild, called Mary, more than twenty 
years before these lines were penned, attracted the notice of 
the writer and his friends, who visited with him the ancient 
House of Cotele, where the child was staying with a relative, 
one of the household of the Earl of Mount Edgecumbe, the 
proprietor of the mansion. Some time after, on again visiting 
Cotele, he again saw Mary : but alas ! wasted by sickness, 
the effects of a fever that had endangered her life. She was 
still as sweet and engaging as ever, though so weak she could 
scarcely speak or stand. Twenty years after, the very sin- 
gular dream the writer had concerning Mary, he made the 
subject of the above lines. 
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Ere long I saw her there again, 

Pale sufferer from disease and pain : 

Her arms hung listless by her side, 

That once waved light in playful pride. 

But when this morn, in sleep, my head 

Sank weary on my sickly bed, 

I dreamt her sister's fondling arms 

Clasp'd the sweet child's still brighter charms. 

Of such, said He, who gently pressed 

Young children to His glowing breast — 

" Know, to their angels aye 'tis given 

To see their Father's face in Heaven." 

Came she thus radiant from above. 

With signs of warning, or of love ? 

K 'twere a whisper or a sigh 

She gently breathed as I drew nigh — 

If 'twere a tear of joy or woe 

That dewed her cheek — I did not know. 

I sought to ask. But ere I spoke. 

The vision fled — and I awoke. 

Alive or dead, she was most fair ; 

With cherub eye and sunny hair : 

Whilst four and twenty years below 

Have filled my hairs with wintry snow. 
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THE SWALLOWS. 

WBITTEN ON ELIZA OBSBRYINO THE FIRST FUOHT OF 
SWALLOWS m A COLD APRIL MORNINO. 

No bird so long 

Has cheered witb song 
Pale April's wintry shower, 

That many a maid 

Has felt afraid 
To quit her sheltered bower. 

But hark ! .the thrush, 

With warbling gush, 
That sings from yonder spray ; 

For lo! the sun 

(His race begun) 
Has crowned the jocund day. 

And now, dear wife, 

(Hence care or strife !) 
We'll roam the meads together. 

You shivering say, 

" How cold the day ! 
How wintry is the weather!" 

But see I glad sight — 

A sudden flight 
Of swallows skim the sky. 

Sure none so well 

The news can tell 
That summer's suns are nigh. 



2U8 LEAVES FBOM THE 



TO JEMIMA, 

ON HER MENTIONING, IN A LETTER, HER UTTLB BOy'S RE- 
MARK (a CHILD ABOUT FOUR YEARS OLD) AFTER LOOKING 
STEADFASTLY UPON A CLEAR RIVER. 

Seeking his mother, — with delight 
Whilst eyes and lips, united, quiver — 

" Mamma ! " cries Walter, " what a sight ! 
The sky has fallen into the river." 

'Twas 'mid New Zealand's brighter skies, 
Far from her distant home, his mother, 

(Whilst tears of joy bedewed her eyes,) 
Sighed, that fond moment, for no other.* 

Happier, perhaps, than first when Eve 
Spied her own charms within the water 

(What heart, 'mid love so pure, can grieve ?) 
To clasp her boy's, was Eve's fair daughter. 

Since God, we know, is everyw^here. 
Such thrills of fond maternal love, 

Increased by sorrow, must prepare 
A way to Paradise above. 

December 11th, 1852. 



* Alluding to the home and dear friends she had quitted 
in England. 
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TO MY WIFE. 

Forgetting names, not friends (the common lot 

Of age- worn memory), by the world forgot, 

I've found, with growing love, in thee, dear wife ! 

The guardian angel of my lengthened life. 

Yes ! meet for me — and not from chance or fate ; 

But Heaven's best gift — thou art mjhelp and mate.* 



LINES, 

WBITTEN IN CONSEQUENCE OF MT WIFE TELLING ME THAT 
MBS. 80UTHEY WAS VERY ILL, AND HAD SENT HER, WITH A 
LETTER, SOME MEMORIALS OF AFFECTIONATE FRIENDSHIP; 
AMONG THEM THE TABLETS ALWAYS USED BY HER LAMENTED 
HUSBAND, THE POET LAUREATE, 

Whilst wakeful daisies round her laugh. 
Scarce has the snowdrop raised her staff, 
A tributary flag to bring, 
And welcome the approach of spring. 

As, raised from sickness, first I walked. 
And thus with hopeful Fancy talked, 
A hasty signal caught my eye, 
That made me to the threshold fly. 
My wife, in tears, the message told — ^ 
A widow, more infirm than old, 

♦ The writer observes in a note on these verses: ** My con- 
jecture that Helpmate may be traced to Scripture, I find (in 
Webster's Dictionary) supported by Chaucer and I-ord 
Keeper Finch. 

VOL. !!• P 
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The partner of a dear-loved friend, 

Southey, she feared, was near her end; 

And, as a parting gift, had sent 

Tablets, where daily he gave vent 

To " thoughts that breathe and words that bum," 

Sacred as his sepulchral urn. 

I strewed some flowers upon his hearse ; 

But trust I need not fly to verse, 

As a sad tribute to her worth : 

His guardian angel here on earth, 

Jan. 26th, 1854. 



GOD'S POWER AND LOVE. 

AxMiGHTT God ! whose ruling power 

Extends o'er every clime ; 
Who was and art and e'er shalt be 

Uncircumscribed by time 1 

Ten thousand seraphs robed in light 
Thy awful throne surround j 

And, with hosannas to thy name, 
Their golden harps resound. 

Yet art thou pleased to hear the strains 
Thy earthly creatures raise 

When, kindled by Devotion's fire 
They shout aloud thy praise. 
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To thee we bend the humble knee, 

And send the fervent pray'r : 
O ! guide us through the paths of life, 

And shield us with thy care. 

And when thou giv'st thy angel charge 

To take us from the earth, 
May we the tomb survive and rise 

To a more glorious birth. 



TO MY WIFE. 

ON HER FAVOURITE CAT.* 

Genius e'en in a cat can trace 
Some semblance to the human face ; 
Or ne'er by Reynolds, many a child. 
With feline features limned, had smiled ;f 

* A remarkably beautiful animal, notwithstanding her ears 
had been torn, probably in battle with a dog. She took up 
her abode at the Vicarage, without any one of the family 
knowing where she came from ; and soon became so 'at- 
tached both to the master and mistress, more especially to 
the latter, that she followed them in their garden walks ; and 
was no less fond and faithful in-doors. 

f It is a common remark among artists that the heads of 
children in the pictures of Sir Joshua Reynolds, bear a 
strong resemblance to the feline creation, 
p 2 
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Nor a fond jouth to Jove had prayed 
To have his kitten made a maid. 
Nor had it enter'd his weak head 
That, hearing in his bridal bed 
A mouse amid the curtains play, 
She'd spring and seize it as her prey« 

Once, to a cat that scoured the lawn, 
By me your wondering gaze was drawn ; 
And hence — our tastes have ever met — 
She soon became your favourite pet. 
Her brow shines fairer than the fair, 
Thro' dark-brown fur, like parted hair ; 
Her neck and breast, like drifted snow, 
Bend graceful o'er her feet below ; 
Whilst as she stretches on the ground, 
Dark folds of fur her limbs surround ; 
Her taste, should neglig^ prevail, 
Could make a boa of her tail ; 
And not the art of e'er a belle 
Could blend their beauties half so well. 

Harch 17th, 1854. 
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OUR KITTENS. 

TO THB SAME. 

" Dnlce est desipere in loco." 

If little maids would gambol with our kittens, 
They first must put on either gloves or mittens : 
For tho' not easy, — as you'll find — to catch, 
Their youthful claws are hard enough to scratch. 
The tiger's richest stripes adorn their skin ; 
Tho' playful now, who knows what dwells within ? 
With larger head and paws, we one call Pixy ; 
The other, of a shape more agile, Tricksy, 
This to a certain " Willie ** owes its name ; * 
And that to her who sings of Gathon's fame.f 
Men once had tails until they wore them out : 
Why at Monboddoo's dictum make such rout ? 
Pixies — not fairies — bom of men are vain ; 
Tho' some may lose, and some their tails retain. 
A " happy family " soon would grace our house, 
Were it but ours to find a singing mouse.^ 

* Shakespeare. 

t The author of •* A Peep at the Pixies." 
I About this time there was an account in the newspaper, 
of a mouse that could sing ! 



p 3 
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TO LITTLE JESSY, 

ON HEB READINO ALOUD TO THE WRITER THE *'PEEP AT 
THE PIXIES." 

Ariel, a spirit, styled by Shakespeare, Tricksy, 
Doubtless claims kin to a Devonian pixy ; 
As, in her book — by your warm wishes moved, 
Your loving aunt methinks has fully proved. 
With you, I Ve shared its wonders, tho' so old j 
For not my fancy, tho' my blood is cold : 
And e'en their harmless mirth I feel still morOi 
To hear you read their legendary lore. 



ELIZA'S LAMENT ON LOSING HER CAT. 

VEBSIPIBD. 

To press the softness of her painted fur, 

To list the murmurs of her grateful purr, — 

This fond delight, I fear, for aye is o'er : 

Poor puss ! and shall I never see thee more ? 

Tour sole defect each ear was sadly torn. 

Scars won in battle, who such marks would 

mourn ? 
Failed you, at last, from dogs the fight to win ? 
Or did some furrier slay you for your skin ? 
She licked my hand, as 'twere her snowy breast ; 
Gave gentle bites ; no kitten more caressed ; 
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Much as, with foes, she brandished her sharp claw; 
To me she e'er outstretched her velvet paw. 
Alike, in mystery, she both came and went : 
Source, too, alike, of joy, and of lament. 

June 23rd, 1855. 



PROPOSED INSCRIPTIONS IN THE LONG WALK 
OF THE VICARAGE GARDENS. 

Ik youth, 'twas mine my favourite bards to mark 
On rock and stone, — now) feebler grown, on bark ; 
As shepherds, erst their fair one's eye to please : 
They little knew, books first were made from trees. 
To me the moor supplied both means and space ; 
Tho' Poesy may claim a countless race.* 
Here I but name — such as mine own their lot — 
Those who might boast " This was my native spot." 

TO MEBIVALE. 

Thro' Merivale, to England's muse belong 
The mingled strains of Greek and Eoman song. 

TO BBOWNB. 

Browne, ! thou hast proved a patriot, poet, sage, 
Christ loves a pastoral, not a golden age. 

• Referring to the vast numl)er of poets, whose names 
might still be added to those the writer had already inscribed 
on the rocks of Dartmoor. 

P 4 
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TO ICARY COLLING. 

jS^sop a slave, a servant thou forsooth : 
Yet each in fable spoke the word of truth. 

TO ELIZA« 

To whom but thee, beloved! is due the praise 
That Fitz and Glanvil live in these our days ? 



out THE 

ABBIES OF GLASTONBUKY AND TAVISTOCK ; 

8UOGESTED BY SEBINO A THORN THAT SPBUKG UP AMONG THE 
IVY, OVER AN ANCIENT DOORWAY IN THE ABBEY WAU^ NOW 
THE BOUNDARY OF THE VICARAGE GARDENS, ON THE BANKS 
OF THE TAVY. 

Sprung from a Pilgrim's staff ('tis said) a thorn, 
At famed Gastonia, blooms on Christmas morn. 
And Tavy ! in thine Abbey, as renowned. 
This narrow portal, see with what 'tis crowned 
(Dropt, haply, by some passing woodland dove, 
Earnest and guerdon of domestic love) ; 
A thorn — that spreads its rosy blossoms wide 
(Whilst sleeps each hawthorn bud) at Easter tide. 
To bless my suit — thence, blushing, came my wife^ 
Fair, fond, devout ; God's greatest gift in life. 

Now, more than thirty years have o'er us rolled ; 
(And tho' my hand, yet not my heart is cold) 
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Still here we walk and talk — a sheltered alley- 
Scarce seen by peeping lilies of the valley ; 
Whilst, to wild notes that fill our garden's botmd, 
Tavy responds, and swells the choral sound. 

April 18th, 1854. 



A MOTHER'S DREAM: 

A FACT YBRSIFIED, 

Of four, a mother lost her youngest child. 
And to Grod's will could scarce be reconciled. 
She dreamt she saw these children round her 

stand : 
Each had a burning lamp within his hand. 
His whom she lost (it filled her with affright) 
Than all the rest, she fancied, burned less bright. 
She asked the cause; and, whilst he deeply sighed, 
1^0 his loved mother, thus her child replied: 
" Amid the shining lamps you see mine glimmer; 
At every tear you shed, it bums the dimmer." 



TO THE RIVER TAVY. 

With many coloured lamps to cheer my sight, 
I wait not for the dusk or damp of night. 
But here, 'mid noonday heat, I seek the shade, 
Beneath the spandrels of a vefdant glade; 
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Where through the sprays as the bright sunbeams 

play, 
I share the beauties both of night and day. 
Here leaves transparent, shine like burnished gold, 
And, waving, all their varied forms unfold: 
There, from the Abbey's walls, my garden*s bound. 
Dark ivy throws its sparkling stars around. 
Their bones, long mingled with their native sod, 
This pathway cloistered monks in silence trod. 
Or 'mid their musings paused, well pleased to hear 
Old Tavy, rock-bound, fiercely rushing near. 
Man speeds, scarce seen, through this life's world 

of woe: 
Whilst thy swift waves shall still for ages flow. 

May 2lst^ 1854. 



♦ 
SEVEN. 

WSITTBN lATB IN LIFB. 

Sat, of seven days, why was the last most blest? 
'Twas, from his works created, God would rest. 
Some sneer at those who see the will of Heaven, 
When periods of man's life are swayed by seven: 
Rashly these sceptics class this sacred number 
With vain astrology, as learned lumber. 
Claims not its mystic union honours due. 
When earthly, nay, e'en heavenly things we view? 
Do not seven viewless colours thus unite. 
To form each single ray of solar light? 
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From seven, the notes, which seem so scant a 

measure, 
Masic pours forth her boundless flood of pleasure. 
Perfection thus, and unity combine 
To make this symbol human and divine. 
The spirits seven before the throne are one. 
Proceeding from the Father and the Son. 
I who can count, beyond the mass of men, 
More than the sum of "threescore years and ten," 
Who long, alas! have wandered in my youth. 
Far from the paths of knowledge and of truth. 
Oh! may I find, beneath His chastening rod, 
Peace with myself and union with my God ! 



-H 



TO ELIZA* 

CK HER GIVINO MB FLOWEBS. 

To me, dear wife, you 're ever wont to bring, 
The first-born snow-drop of the waking spring; 
The violet that first peeps above the ground, 
And, but for its sweet breath, could scarce be 

found; 
Lastly, that queen of summer fiowers, the rose. 
Whence Beauty's self might all her charms com- 
pose — 
Form, colour, sweetness, dignity, and grace—- 
As sees each lover in his Fair one's face. 
Since first we met, how many years have rolled! 
Yet still we love, though I'm infirm and old. 

June, 1854. 
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THE TIME THAT REMAINS. 

Long as I draw this mortal breath, 
God grant that I may think on death! 
And death, amid this worldly strife, 
Shall lead me to the gate of life. 



-r-*- 



•* THE WORLD LOVETH ITS OWN." 

The thoughtless woald condemn as weak 
YHiom heavenly wisdom claims as meek ; 
And calls him, from his second birth. 
To share th' inheritance of earth. 
Such will ne'er join the servile crowd. 
That crouch before the rich and proud: 
His soul, though humble, soars above, 
And serves both God and man in love. 

July SOdi, 1855. 
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MODERN SCIENCE. 

Whilom, by grave philosophers we're told, 
The basest metals might be changed to gold; 
And now, from plants, thro' art's mysterious skill, 
Touch but the lips, a single drop will kill.* 
Swift as on eagles' wings, o'er earth we fly, 
Midst clouds of steam, whilst thunder shakes the 

sky: 
Impatient lovers send, *' from pole to pole," 
Not the vain "sigh " but e'en the written scroll; 
Nay, in the magic mirror cause to shine, 
Fixed as in bronze, " the human face divine." 



TO A BLACKBIRD. 

The blackbird, from yon poplar tree, 
As white as silver filigree. 
No sooner pours his vernal notes. 
Than lesser songsters tune their throats. 
Both eye and ear, where Contrast reigns, 
Joy but the more in sights and strains. 

* Prusrac acid. 
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REFLECTIONS IN MY GARDEN. 

A FBAOHSNT.f 

Most of my long-loved friends are gone ; and few 
E'er can I hope to find; and them not new. 
But, following their example, Oh! how sweet, 
The hope once more those dear-loved friends to 

meet, 
With better feelings, and a purer heart. 
In realms of bliss; and never more to part I 

My wondering eyes can scarcely now retrace. 
Reared by these hands, my garden's wonted grace : 
Shrubs grown to trees, with forest shades surround, 
In spite of pruning hook, its narrow bound. 
This I can touch, but still am not so bold 
As, with fell hand, the murderous axe to hold. 
Lop but a branch, 'tis then a crippled tree, 
And moves no more in native majesty ; 
Tho' wont, with willing homage, to bow down 
Before high Heaven its head and leafy crown, 



f This fragment is given because it was written not very 
long before the death of the beloved author. 
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TO LADY Y , 

ON HER 8AYINO IN A LETTER TO MT WIFE THAT, ALTHOUGH 
80 AFFLICTTED HERSELF, SHE FELT AN INTEREST IN SEEING, 
IN THE FIELDS AROUND HER, THE CHEERFUL OGCUrATION 
OF THE HAYMAKERS. 

To Death, as Victor in Life's boundless field, 
However loath, we all alike must yield. 
Yet, at his country's call, who but would crave 
The glorious lot to win a patriot's grave ? 
Life's short at best : and what's mere length of 
days. 
Weighed in the balance with a nation's praise ? 
His weeping friends may justly pour their grief, 
But Faith and Patience soon will grant relief. 
You, whose warm heart, 'mid widowed hope still 
shares 
The honest rustic's humble joys and cares — 
Tho' reft of one so loved by hostile hands, 
Yet honoured 'mid Britannia's noblest bands ; 
In spite of many a day of earthly sorrow, • 
Shall share with him an everlasting morrow. 

July 9ih, 1856. 

* The husband of this lady fell in ascending the heights of 
the Alma, September, 1854. 
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MARY ANNE'S DREAM CONCERNING THE 
AUTHOR.* 

" I DREAMT I saw you, with your snowy hairs," 
Said Mary, smiling, *^ mount the pulpit stairs, 
Dragging a speaking-trumpet up its side. 
Long at one end, and at the other wide. 
'Twas passing strange ! since I had heard, with 

pain, 
Most thought, from age, you ne'er would preach 

again." 

* This little poem, which will not be read withoat interest, 
is inserted in consequence of the peculiar circumstances under 
which it was written. The eldest niece of the author's wife 
one morning called to see him. He was at the time confined 
to his room by that gradual decay which soon after termi- 
nated his Taluable life. She said that a few nights before, 
she had a remarkable dream about him; and repeated it 
On hearing it his wife (who had some of his manuscript 
sermons, that she had been reading, before her) made an ob- 
servation in reference to them. He also made a remark on 
the probable import of the dream. With a surprising yiva- 
city for one then in the seTenty-ninth year of his age, and 
suffering from long illness and confinement, he snatched up 
a pen ; and, as it were off hand, threw the dream as related, 
and the observations made upon it, into the following verses : 
they were the last he ever wrote ; and the two last lines were 
indeed prophetic 
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" Methinks," my wife, with partial feelings cries, 
" Your recent dream another sense implies ; 
'Tis that my husband, if not heard, yet read, 
Shall, by the press, his sermons wider spread." 
" Or may be, to prepare me for the tomb;'* 
I said—" a warning from the trump of doom." 

Feb. 24th, 1857. 
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L— UNITED PRAISE. 

Holt, holy, holy Lord ! 

Whene'er to heaven my voice I raise, 
Bid with it my heart accord, 

A living harp to hymn Thy praise. 



Be its strings by rapture strung, 

(Its feelings glow with hallowed fire :) 

Thus the s^trains, on earth the' sung. 
Shall mingle with the heavenly choir. 



Q3 
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II *«LET TOUR LIGHT SHINE BEFORE MEN.' 

Cboss but a cloud its boundless way, 
The sun itself, the source of day, 
Seems shorn of every glorious ray. 
• 
And thus, too, Piety is bound 
In darkness, useless as profound. 
That casts no social beams around. 

Hide not your virtues, then, in night ; 
But to the world's admiring sight, 
Thro' them, reveal the Sire of light. 



III.— LIFE.* 

Life 's like a road whose furthest bound 

Ends in a precipice profound. 

And, ere its unknown length we range. 

The danger we're forewam'd to heed. 
But, such the law that knows no change. 

We may not pause, we must proceed. 
Fain would we backward turn with fear. 
But ** Forward ! Forward ! ** meets our ear. 

* SnggeBted by a passage in a sermoQ of Bossnet 



LTSIC HTHNS. 231 

Unseen, but not unfelt, a hand, 
Not all our efforts can withstand. 
Now drags us up some rocky steep, 

To gaze the dizzy scene below ; 
Now, in some valley's shadowy deep 

Urges the viewless path of woe. 
" Let rest our weary limbs restore I " 
No, — " Forward I '* thunders as before. 



Yet, to console us, still remains 

Some short-lived pleasure 'mid our pains. 

Glittering with Morning's orient beam. 

Here laugh the dew-besprinkled flowers; 
There winds, thro' groves, the murmuring 
stream, 

Whilst birds flit warbling 'mid their bowers. 
" Oh I sure we here awhile may stay ! " 
Ah! no— 'tis "Forward! Haste! Away!" 



But see, behind, where'er we pass. 

Falls with dread crash the crumbling mass. 

And yet, because 'tis ours to wear 

A fading garland wove in haste. 
Because some tempting fruits we share, 

Short tho' their savour to the taste ; 
In mirth a few charm'd hours we spend. 
Nor heed to what our footsteps tend. 

Q4 
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Still hurried on, 'mid fancied bliss, 
Our steps approach the dread abyss. 
And now, alas ! how changed the scene ! 

The birds are mute within their bowers, 
The streams less clear, the meads less green. 

Less sweet the fruits, less fresh the flowers. 
Death hovers o'er the gulf, and Fear : 
And now we feel that we are near. 

A step, and we are on the brink. 

" Forward ! " ah ! yes, 'tis vain to shrink. 

Horror thro' all our senses flies ; 

A dizzy vapour loads our head, 
And presses on our straining eyes. 

'Tis vain our backward path to tread. 
The path itself is now no more — 
All fallen and vanish'd — all is o'er. 



IV.— CHOICE OF SEASONS. 

When comes the stork from distant climes ? 

When, but at her appointed times 

Unruled by compass or by chart. 
Borne on the pinions of the breeze. 
For foreign realms, o'er trackless seas, 

Swallows, at their flxt hour, depart. 
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And who the nightingale, sweet bird ! 
E'er 'mid the heats of harvest heard ? 
Or screaming bittern call her brood, 

When wintry tempests scour the sky ? 

Close in their cells e'en silkworms lie 
Till burst the mulberry buds ; their food. 

Thou, Lord! appointed times hast given 

To every purpose under heaven. 

Our acts indifferent, timely done. 
To good may by thy blessing turn : 
And e'en what's lawful we may mourn. 

If but untimely 'twas begun. 

But virtue, piety, and grace 

Can ne'er be out of time or place. 

Oh 1 whilst my heart is fill'd with Thee, 
Be mine on earth my voice to raise 
In loud hosannahs to thy praise. 

Nor cease but with eternity. 



v.— IMPATIENCE. 

Rash impatience daily doubles 
Life's sad load of cares and troubles ; 

Prostrate whilst the victim lies. 
Calmly rest the burden under : 
Death its galling chains l^hall sunder ; 

Faith shall waft thee to the skies. 
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VL — THE SUN. 



Mabx how the subject flowers obey 

The motions of the orb of day. 

As tho' thej could, or would, not flourish^ 

Without his beams their life to nourish, 

Thej shut, at eve, each dewy leaf, 

And hang their heads all pale with grief. 

But, soon as orient morning glows. 
We see each leaf its folds unclose, 
Tho' still in part its charms disguising. 
As tho' to hail the sun's glad rising. 
Whilst, for his noontide blessing shed. 
Those grateful charms are wide dispread. 

Thus, Lord ! but turns thy face away, 
The heart to sorrow falls a prey ; 
Whilst, in thy presence, without measure. 
Flows the full flood of heavenly pleasure. 
Oh ! be it mine the world to shun. 
Of every carnal heart the sun. 

When the world gives or hides its beams. 
Its joys or sorrows are but dreams. 
Yes, vain are those your heart to cherish ; 
And yield to thescy for aye you perish : 
Whilst, Sun of Righteousness ! thy ray 
Guides us to Life's eternal day. 
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VIL — NECESS ABY ALTERNATION. 

View we the yeaj when crowned with flowers^ 
With warbling birds in leafy bowers, 
While sunbeams gleam thro' genial showers, 
We wish 'twere man's for aye to share ; 
Instead of winter bleak and bare, 
With piercing blasts and frozen air. 

Yet, if the Spring, we think so sweet, 
Were followed not by Summer's heat. 
Oh ! where were Autumn's " grateful treat I " 
Where were his fruits and golden grain ? 
And oh ! should Summer's sun remain. 
What floods could quench the burning plain ? 

Did not the glowing beams of Grace 
To cold desertions oft give place ; 
O God ! didst thou not hide thy face — 
How could our souls, untried, attain, 
From many a change of joy and pain, 
That rest which shall for aye remain ? 
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VIII. — THE HAPPY RETURN. 

There's nought but, bj an innate force. 
Fondly attains with reflex course, 
Or soon or late, its native source. 

There's not a fount or stream that flows, 
But what, with refluent tide, it goes 
Back to the ocean whence it rose. 

And know, the body, tho* when young, 
It seems with iron sinews strung, 
With dust remingles whence it sprung. 

Oh \ why not then, my soul I aspire 
To seek again, on wings of fire. 
The presence of thy Heavenly Sire ? 

Thou know'st thy birth was from the skies 
Bid then thy wishes thither rise : 
And earth and all its joys despise. 
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IX.—DrVINE POWER. 

" Be Light ! " — Light was : no sooner heard 
Than done, O God, thy Sovereign word. 
Chaos^ 'mid his wild commotion, 

Hush'd to peace, thy will obeyed. 
Within his limits sunk the ocean. 

And earth her bulwarks round array'd. 

Oh ! by thy mighty power control 
The raging tumults of my soul. 
Let not doubts my passions darken, 

Plunged in sin's o'erwhelming night : 
Bat bid them to thy mandates hearken. 

And walk by Truth's supernal light* 

Then (thy grace alone can save 
The prey of Death and of the Grave) 
Rescued from those dread dominions, 

Where the gnawing worm ne'er dies, 
Shall angels bear me on their pinions 

Before thy throne above the skies. 
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X- — INTERCHANGE OP CONDITIONS. 

Unchangeable Thyself, yet man 
(Tho' life, O God I is but a span,) 
Thou'st subjected within its range, 
To many a sad, but gracious change. 

Unmingled pleasure soon would cloy $ 
Whilst suffering gives a zest to joy. 
The heart, too, swoln with prosperous pride. 
Would wholly in itself confide. 

If, in the hottest of the fight. 

We faint and almost turn for flight, 

Thy Spirit frees us from alarm, 

And prompts the vengeance of our arm. 

And if, victorious in the field 

Not, Lord I to Thee, our sword and shield, 

But to ourselves we think 'tis due ; 

In chains our insolence we rue. 

Oh ! be not then disma/d, my soul ! 
Beneath affliction's dread control ; 
Since, canst thou but the storm outride, 
Thy keel in calmest course shall glide*, 

Nor, if thou'rt blest with prosperous gales, 
Let vanity infiate thy sails ; 
Since sudden whirlwinds round may roar, 
And wreck thee on thy wish'd-for shore. 
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XI "USE THIS WORLD AS NOT ABUSING IT." 

Some from the world to wilds have flown, 
To fix their thoughts on God alone. 
But, ah I too late, themselves they find, 
They left, e'en as the world, behind. 

What mortal eye, with constant gaze. 
Can dare the sun's meridian blaze ? 
If God were ever in our sight, 
'T would blind us with excess of light. 

From heavenly thoughts a timely rest 
Endears them with a double zest ; 
Nay, earthly blessings, by thy care, 
'Tis ours, O God ! with joy to share. 

Yet earth's best joys I'd little prize, 
If long they took me from thine eyes : 
Oh ! be it mine, thro' them, to view. 
And, in them, to enjoy thee too. 
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XIL — FOR GOOD FRIDAY. 

View ! for sinful man's transgression, 
Hell's dread triumph. Heaven's depression, 

Jesus, his great work now ended, 
(Oh, what love ! that God all-seeing 
Should assume our wretched being I ) 

Jesus on the cross extended. 

Those hands, that Heaven's bright sceptre wielded. 
To weakest rebels calmly yielded : 

Those brows, but late with glory beaming, 
Crown'd with sharp thorns now droop and languish ; 
And furrow'd by his dying anguish, 
Adown his cheeks the blood is streaming. 

See ! thro' those feet the nails are driven 
That trod the starry floor of heaven. 

And hark ! how peals the rolling thunder. 
Earth trembles, whilst the skies o'erclouded. 
The sun 's in pitchy darkness shrouded. 

All nature shrinks with fear and wonder. 

The sea lays bare her deepest fountains, 
The valleys swell, the sinking mountains 

E'en to their very base are shaken ; 
Whilst at Heaven's call, by holy sages, 
Who in the tomb have slept for ages, 

Is many a hallow'd grave forsaken. 
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And, is it man's last hopeless ruin ? 
Oh, no — it is his blest renewing : 

Death swallowed up in Victory. 
Christ dies ; but then is most victorious ; 
His course to heaven is then more glorious : 

And we our great Salvation see. 



XIIL— "THE GOOD SHEPHERD." 

Whilst spotted as the tameless leopard, 
No leader Sin's wild goats obey, 

O may thy flock, thou heavenly Shepherd* ! 
Ne'er thro' her flowery valleys stray ; 

But, guided to thy holy mountain. 

Be cleansed in life's perennial fountain. 
And shine with virtue's cloudless ray. 

Should from the dam a lambkin wander. 
And seeking pleasure And but pain. 

Thou, than her bleating mother fonder, 
Wilt trace her on the furthest plain ; 

Within thine arms with joy infold her 

Or gently bear her on thy shoulder, 
And bring her to thy flock again. 



VOL. II, 
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XIV. — AFFLICTION. 



If left unpruned, the wanton vine, 
With many a wild luxuriant shoot. 
Clothed with gay leaves, but bare of fruit, 

No more around its prop will twine. 
But sink upon its sapless root. 

So, if Affliction's sacred knife 
Cuts not from man, with holy ire, 
His heart's vain wish, his eye's desire, 

He riots in the pride of life, 
To perish in eternal fire. 



XV. — GROWTH IN GRACE. 

We form our wishes, and fulfil, 

(Such our vain boast !) the self-same hour : 
Whilst God, who needs but speak his will. 

Takes time to execute his power. 

The gard'ner sows the choicest seed. 
That slow its tender leaves unfolds : 

And, scarce distinguish'd from a weed. 
The eye the future flower beholds. 
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At length, matured by suns and showers^ 
By Spring's cold blasts and Summer's heats : 

She peers above her rival flowers, 
Yanquish'd by her superior sweets. 

Can I, then, hope the seeds of grace, 
That in my heart have fix'd their root, 

(So poor the soil, so close the space,) 

With instant growth shall yield their fruit ? 

Be as thou wilt thy blessings given ; 

Gladly, O God ! I wait thy leisure ; 
So that thou bring my soul to heaven, 

The way, the hour, be at thy pleasure. 



XVL — FOR CHRISTMAS DAY. 

See, oh see, yon infant stranger 
Cradled in the meanest manger ; 

Cattle lowing round the stall. 
Know, in heaven's supernal regions,. 
Compass'd by angelic legions. 

Late he reign'd the Lord of all. 

Furthest kings, who knew his story. 
Guided by his star of glory. 

Bow before his lowly throne : 
Whilst his subjects, earthly minded. 
By clouds of sin and Satan blinded. 

Their Saviour, King, and God disown. 
B 2 
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XVII consolation- 
Affliction I dry thy tear. 
For God thy cries will hear, 

And haste to save thy bark from storms of woe : 
For, tho' he rules on high 
The seraphs of the sky, 

He deigns his guidance to the world below. 

When men thy name revile, 

Or thy fond heart beguile. 
As serpents fascinate the harmless dove ; 

If Conscience calls thee just, 

In God thy Maker trust. 
And hope for happiness in realms above. 

What tho' Disease and Pain, 

With Fortune's ruthless train, 
O'er the frail body may by force prevail : 

The soul, of purer mould, 

In native virtue bold. 
Fierce, but o'er-awed, those Demons ne'er assail. 

Their stripes with patience bear. 

Nor yield thee to Despair, 
Who follows but their fury to increase : 

But wait the joyful hour. 

When the great Sovereign Power 
Calls thee to mansions of eternal peace. 
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XVIIL— MERCY, 



AwAKB thou, my soul ! from the sleep of despair. 
Where Sin the dread visions of Terror displays ; 

For Jehovah has promised his wrath to forbear, 
If the sinner, repenting, his dictates obejs. 

His mercy will pardon the errors of youth, 

Where the arts of Temptation the passions in- 
flame ; 
If we hasten when call'd to the temple of Truth, 
And reflect on past faults with the anguish of 
shame. 

He turiis not his face from the children of woe. 
When with hearts full of sorrow they pour forth 
their cries ; 

Tho' at first they disdained their Creator to know, 
He is swift to protect them, and slow to chastise. 



XIX. —UNCERTAINTY OF LIFE. 

Thro' eve's thick shades, that veil the sky, 
No moon, no star can dart its rays : 

But still the Lord's all-seeing eye 
Our every thought and deed surveys. 
B 3 
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Our limbs from labour to repose, 
We welcome the return of night : 

Tho' vain our hopes and fears, who knows 
If e'er we hail to-morrow's light ? 

To God, then, let us humbly praj, 
That we each fleeting hour may spend. 

As if, with the decline of day. 

Our mortal lives should hare an end. 



XX. — GROWTH OF VIRTUE. 

Deep in the heart, tho' oft so dark 
With deadly reek of Sin and Shame» 

Of every virtue lies the spark, 
And waits to kindle into flame. 

A torch that scarcely sheds its light 

Amid the shadows of the night, 

Drops but a spark as small — and floods of fire 
A palace, a whole city may consume. 

But know, to execute so sad a doom. 

Must fuel, drought, and wind, in sad mischance 
conspire.. 

If fallen upon some dusty road, 

Or stubble sprinkled by the shower, 

Say, with such splendour had it glow'd. 
So spread its devastating power ? 
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Thus Virtue's seeds (what's man but earth ?) 

Are scatter'd in us at our birth. 

This, by the whirlwind of fierce passions driven. 
Falls, and soon perishes, on flinty ground : 
That, on a kindred soil, with root profound. 

Bears high on earth its head^ and bears its fruit in 
heaven. 



^ XXLr-INGRATITUDE. 

The more it has, the more it craves : 
Such is the Ingrate's selfish mind. 
And grant it favours ne'er so kind. 

As freighted ships that plough the waves, 
They leave no trace, no sign, behind. 

Heaven's blessing on his head descends ; 

But works no good. Thus showers of rain, 

Thus rivers, fall into the main : 
Yet tho' with both its waves it blends, 

Those briny waves no freshness gOiin, 

The voice of Pity, Nature, Art, 

By him, alas ! was never felt. 

As braced with an asbestos belt, 
Not e'en Love's flames can reach his Seart : 

With flames less fierce tho' flints will melt. 
B 4 
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XXIL— PATIENCE. 

God commands, nor brooks denial : 
Losses, sufiTerings ('tis thy trial), 

Joyfully with patience bear. 
These from earth thy passions sever ; 
To upraise thee where, for ever. 

Countless joys shall be thy share. 



XXIII — ^ FALSE JOY. 

The heedless think they've joy and rest, 
When stillness slumbers in their breast. 

But, ah I their hopes are vain I 
When Sin's wild waves have ceased to roll. 
And not till then, within the soul, 

A perfect calm can reign. 

Ere spake the still small voice of Heaven, 
The tempest roar'd, the rqcks were riven. 

The clouds were wrapt in flame. 
And, wherefore Jesus' wondrous birth ? 
Ta bring down fire upon the earth— 

For this the Saviour came. 
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O that this fire, my heart within, 
May burn the smothering weeds of sin ! 

For this I bend my knee. 
At variance with myself, O Lord ! 
Thus grant me, by thy dread accord, 

To be at peace with Thee. 



XXIV. — HUMILITY. 

Tou stand: be cautions lest you stumble. 
He, his righteousness believing, 
Alas I is but himself deceiving : ■ 
Pride, ere long, will bring him down. 
Conscious of his sins, the humble. 
Trusting to his Saviour's merits, 
He, the child of God, inherits 
A heavenly and eternal crown. 



XXV. — DANGER AND DEFENCE. 

Satan (as a lion roaring. 

Quits his den) in pride of power, 
Ever is the world exploring, 

Seeking whom he may devour. 
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From his covert swift he rushes, 
Quits a sheep the church's pale ; 

Which haply in his fangs he crushes, 
Or bears him to Death's shadowy vale. 

Yet the aid of Judah's lion 

Seeks the sufferer, mid the strife ; 

And on thy holy hiU, Sion I ' 
He is crown'd with light and life. 



XXVI. — INFLUENCE OF THE SUN. 

The feathered choir, on wanton wing. 
How cheerily they chirp and sing I 

Rejoicing that the vernal sun 

Again his circuit has begun, 
Again brought back the jocand spring ; 

As if their life, the God of day 
Had borne away. 
And now restored with his returning ray. 

Thus rules, thou just I with mark'd control, 
The Sun of Righteousness thy soul. 

If he withdraw his cheering light, 

Alas, of sorrow's wintry night 
The whelming tempests o'er it rolL 

Returns he ? it forgets its pains ; 
And grateful strains 
Proclaim that round it nought but pleasure reigns. 
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XXVIL — AMBITION. 

LuoiFEB, the star of mornings 
High amid th' angelic quire 

Freedom's service proudly scorning, 
Sought to rival Heaven's dread sire ; 

But, with thunder scathed, he fell 

To the lowest depths of Hell. 

Oh ! be ours that just ambition 
Heaven with humbleness to win ; 

Nor be banish'd by perdition 
To the realms of death and sin. 

Where, the slaves of slaves in chains, 

Nought shall mitigate our pains. 



XXVIIL — THE BEST OBJECT OF SIGHT. 

If, chain'd within some distant tower, 
Sad victim of a tyrant's power, 
Whose frown all wish'd access denies, 
A child, a wife, or husband lies ; 
How oft we thither turn our eyes ! 

Should Hope but lend the feeblest ray 
To guide us darkling on our way. 
With smiles the utmost toils we bear. 
And every danger proudly dare. 
Again the fond embrace to share. 
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We know, best object of our love, 
Our Lord, till doomsday, dwells above. 
Oh ! bid our thoughts then thither rise : 
While melts our heart with longing sighs, 
Be there for ever fixed our eyes. 



XXIX.— TRUST IN GOD. 

Why should flow thy tears of soirow. 
Because by man rejected ? 
Since by God thou art protected. 
In him if fix'd thy trust. 
Thou may'st happy be to-morrow : 
And, ah ! if not, hereafter 
Shall thy cries be turned to laughter ; 
For God is kind as just 



XXX. — TYPICAL PROPERTIES OF THE SUN 
AND MOON. 

Of things below and things above, 
The God of mercy and of love 
Has given the type to Faith's observant eyes : 
By each alternate orb that rules amid the skies. 
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Those by the moon are meetly shown, 
That girds the earth with silvery zone ; 
Whose face, for ever varying, when most bright 
Still bears some shadowy spots that dim its feebler 
light 

And these the glorious sun displays, 
Whose all-pervading eye surveys 
Creation's utmost bound ; from whose dread fires. 
Amid the hosts of heaven, each vanquish'd star re- 
tires. 

That, with its dim and fickle light. 
Befits of worldly woes the night ; 
Whilst, with a pure aftd unexhausted ray, 
This crowns with heavenly bliss the saints' eternal 
day. 



XXXI BAPTISMAL SONG. 

Eke by the fiat of Creation 

Was fixed this goodly world's foundation ; 

Thy vivifying powers employ 'd, 
Thou, Spirit of our God eternal, 
Didst leave the throne of heaven supernal. 

And move upon the watery void. 
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And still thy life-fraught pinions waver 
O'er Faith's regenerating laver, 

To bless it with a power divine ; 
And as thy votary's brow they sprinkle^ 
O cleanse it from each spot and wrinkle, 

Ere mark'd with Christ's redeeming sign. 



XXXII TRANQUILLITY OP MIND. 

Like to the weather or the ocean 

Such is tranquillity of mind» 
When rest the waves ; to wild commotion, 

Unwaken'd by the roaring wind. 
Yet who his passions so can master, 

They swerve not neither more nor less ; 
Undaunted by some sad disaster, 

Nor raised to rashness by success ? 
Know, 'tis enough, then, if at length 

These mental agitations cease ; 
If Feelings, when they've shown their strength. 

Be hush'd, at Reason's voice, to peace. 
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XXXIII BEAUTY. 

With lavish pride the opening rose 
Her fragrance to the Zephyr throws, 
And, blushing with morn's loveliest hue, 
And swelling with heaven's softest dew, 
Delights her beauties to disclose. 

But, hapless lot ! perhaps, ere night. 
Struck by the blast or poisonous blight, 
With broken stem, its haughty head 
Lies prostrate on its lowly bed ; 
To envious weeds a grateful sight 

Thus Beauty's eye, of sovereign sway. 
Her cheek, where smiles and blushes play> 
If Deat^ the dreadful mandate send. 
E'en with the dust their beauties blend ; 
To worms and rottenness a prey. 



XXXIV.— MODERATION IN WORLDLY 
PURSUITS. 

Who knows each fond desire to bound, 
By him may happiness be found ; 
Whilst who but thinks to swell his store, 
May lose what he possess'd before. 
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The view on Life's low vale soon ends: 
But who on higher ground ascends, 
To him as opes the prospect wide, 
He feels as if his soul were tied. 

Fast as fresh streams of swelling gold 
To feed his greedy wishes roU'd, 
The channel would extend its shore ; 
The gulf tho' gorged would swallow mort 



XXXV. -SUNRISE. 

How poor the proudest works of human art 
To please the eye, much more to reach the heart, 
If measured with the vernal sun 
When first his journey is begun, 
And, tissue bright, 
A web of light 
Spreads o'er heaven, earth, and sea, by Morn's soft 
fingers spun I 

Yes I like extinguished stai^, before his ray 
All human glories instant fade away. 
Yet rather would we rest our head 
In wilful blindness on our bed. 
Than, mid the skies, 
With raptured eyes. 
Behold the hand of Heaven the living scene por- 
tray. 
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XXXVL— HUMAN INCONSISTENCY.* 

* 

Oh ! what is man, the boasted Lord of earth? 
What, but a contradiction from his birth ? 
One moment sees him wrapt in thought profound, 
Another, whirl'd in Passion's frantic round: 
Now dares the soul to highest heaven aspire, 
Now, to the world confines its base desire. 
Thus changed, from jpj and life, to woe and death, 
Was man, God's image, by Sin's baleful breath : 
Then, too, from Reason, sovereign of the soul, 
The rebel Senses seized a joint control. 

But tho' the body thus its will constrains. 
And binds it down to earth with iron chains, 
That soiil still feels 't was framed a course to steer 
" Beyond this visible diurnal sphere : " 
E'en as a king, by lawless hands uncrown'd, 
Prelude to death, within a dungeon bound, 
Feels he was born, nor fears to make it known. 
To speak his sovereign mandates from a throne. 

♦ This, though not lyrical, nor admitting a regular divi- 
sion into stanzas, may be considered perhaps as having the 
same affinity to the rest as an anthem to regular psalms. 



VOL. n. 
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XXXVII. — PARTICIPATION OF JOY AND 
SORROW. 

ft 
Well has a British Sage* declared, 

Whose wisdom soar'd o'er those of Greece^ 
** Sorrows grow less by being shared, 

" And joys, by being shared, increase.'^ 

• 
'Mid many channels, like a stream, 

Sorrow soon wanes ; whilst joy shines best 
When, like the sun's ascending beam, 

Reflected from fond Friendship's breast. 



XXXVIIL— GOD IS ALL IN ALL. 

Wbate'eb the orbit that we enter 
Amid the spheres of life below, 

Whate'er we suffer or adventure, 

God is the universal centre, 
Whence springs our tide of wieal or woe. 

Aided by grace, if we endeavour 

To fix our hearts on things above, 
Tho' death the soul and body sever. 
Still shall they rise and live for ever 
Within the realms of boundless love. 

* Bilicozu 
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XXXIX.— RETURNING GRACE. 

Gbieye not that Grace withdraws its power 

E'en in Temptations proudest hour. 
Thou *rt like a winter's sapling, from whose head 

Down flow the juices to its root, 

That boasts no show of buds or fruit, 
And droops its leafless boughs as though 'twere 
dead. 

Yet, when begins the vernal sun 

Again his glorious race to run, 
And* calls from Nature's womb the living birth ; 

No more beneath the snow it bends, 

But swift the tide of life ascends, 
That long lay stagnant in the frozen earth. 

Wait — for to thee, from vernal skies, 
The Sun of Righteousness shall rise. 
And fill thy palsied limbs with quickening blood. 
Let not thy heart with terror sinkj 
But wait, with patience, at the brink, 
. Till the blest angel stir Bethesda's flood. 



8 2 
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XL. — THE CONDEMNED CRIMINAL. 

Just and righteous is mj sentence. 

Certain death awaits my crime. . 
Gracious God ! be mine repentance. 

Whilst I've still the gift of time. 
For, as man his life has ended, 

So is fixt his final doom. 
Justice, here with mercy blended, 

Flows unmixed beyond the tomb. 

My body is my real prison. 

My sins, ah ! they 're my real chains. 
Thou that from the grave art risen, 

Thou alone canst ease my pains. 
Thou, a sinful world redeeming, 

Oh ! for me the ransom pay ; 
And thy blood, in mercy streaming. 

Wash each deadly stain away. 

But, thy /ears, ah ! why dissemble. 

Why, my soul ! so near the grave. 
When the good, tho' aided, tremble 

Mid their work themselves to save ? 
Jesus I so I scape perdition, 

Let me thy full vengeance share. 
Tortured now with just contrition, 

Bid thy hand hereafter spare. 
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XLL— GOD'S PROVIDENCE. 

What, tho' in winter's waning days, 
The tree of leaves and fruit be bare ; 
Yet, from the sun, the dew, the air, 

Again shall bloom its bending sprays* 

And thus the pleasures that mankind, 
Alas I with such fierce zest, pursue; 
Failing, the flood of time shall strew, 

As leaves before the wintry wind. 

But nought below us, or above. 
The sceptre or th' avenging rod. 
Shall tear us from the hand of God, 

Or e'er withdraw us from his love. 



XLIL— PRAISE, THE DUE RETURN FOR 
BLESSINGS. 

Say, is it nought the summer sun, 
'Mid cloudless skies, his course should run. 
Whilst springs no longer pour their streams, 
And yet not burn us with his beams ? 

Say, is it nought the stormy main, 
That flows, and ebbs, and flows again, 
The sand, our feeble bulwark, laves. 
Nor yet o'erwhelms us with its waves ? 
8 3 
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Nought, that the cattle of the field 
To man's inferior strength should yield ; 
And (reason owns th' unequal strife) 
To him give up for food, their life ? 

To Heaven, then, let us hourly raise, 
At least, the incense of our praise ; ' 
Thanks should our lips for all things fill : 
Thus stands revealed God's sovereign wilL* 



XLIII.— "I AM THE WAY, AND THE TRUTH. 
AND THE LIFE." 

We all, like sheep, have gone astray, 
Our wilful passions uncontrolled ; 

But thou, O Jesus I art the Way, 
That back shall lead us to the fold. 

This fold, thy Church, the Sire of Lies 
(Oh, think* of this each heedless youth I) 

Is ever watchful to surprise : 
But thee we trust, for thou art Truth. 

To thee for succour wiU we fly. 
With Satan and the world at strife. 

Be thy command to live or die ; 

For thou, our Saviour, art our Life. 

* 1 Thess. v. 8. 
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XLIV.— GOD OUR SUPPORT. 

Oh ! be not thou, my soul ! dejected, 

Tho' bruised and wounded by affliction ; 

Since Faith shall bless thee with conviction 
That thou art by God's hand protected. 
Tost 'mid the tempest's wild commotion. 

His hand thy sinking bark shall save ; 
His voice shall calm the troubled ocean, 

Or guide thee thro' each threat'ning wave. 

Nor be thou, my soul ! elated, 

To think thou shar'st the gifts of Pleasure, 

For know, her richest gifts and treasure, 
Alas ! by most are overrated. 
What tho' the waves, now gently flowing. 

Around thy buoyant vessel sport ; 
A sudden tempest, wildly blowing. 

May sink it e'en in sight of port. 



XLV.— DECEITFULNESS OF THE WORLD. 

If this world's love thy heart inspires, 
Oh ! wonder not, tho' rash desires 
A war within thy bosom wage. 
Thou 'rt all unconscious of their rage. 
• 4 
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Thus, if thj yielding boat shall glide 
Obedient to the flowing tide ; 
Unconscious of the torrent's force, 
How soft, how easy, is thy course I 

But if thine adverse vessel braves 
The rush of its descending waves, 
Then shalt thou feel its rapid flight. 
And struggle to resist its might. 



XL VI.— GRATITUDE. 

Op social life if Converse be the blood, 
'T is Gratitude that circulates the flood. 
Look at the universe around ; 
The whole by Gratitude is bound : 
For, what but such its power and name ? 
Feeds not the fanning air the flame ; 
Whilst, as their mutual gifts they share. 
The flame illumes and warms the air. 

Steer'd by the gale, tly sailing clouds that sweep 
The misty vapours from the wavy deep. 
Do they not give them back again. 
In springs and rivers swoln with rain ? 
What from each element before 
Was borrowed, does not earth restore — 
Scent-breathing flowers, and balmy fruits, 
Channels for floods, for fuel roots ? 
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The selfish soul (against Heaven's gracious plan, 

The only rebel oft we find is man) 
Than brutes or lifeless clay more base, 
If, thro' a sense of sin, by Grace, 
At length he 's conscious of his fault. 
E'en by his body may be taught ; 
For, under Gratitude's control, 
Each willing member aids the whole. 

The body's strength, for daily food, demands 
'The aid and labour of the feet and hands. 
And, to each member that obeys, 
In health and power the boon repays. 
Yes I view the universe around, 
The whole by Gratitude is bound : 
And 't is but as he takes and gives 
That man a social being lives. 



XLVIL — THE CHURCH. 

Glows not your heart with holier feeling 
When in the Church, on hallow'd ground. 

Than in your private chamber kneeling, 
With ordinary objects round ? 

Yes ! e'en in spiritual joys 

The soul corporeal aid employs. 
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Should, in God's house, some idle notion 
Seize on your weak and wavering mind. 

To each dread mystery of devotion 
Would not the various parts assign'd, 

Where'er your eyes should chance to fall. 

Each vain and wandering thought recall ? 

The font and sacramental table 

Haply may play the preacher's part, 

Whilst sermons, oft, are only able 
To strike the ear, not reach the heart. 

Best paints the eye fond Fancy's forms : 

And Fancy the affections warms. 

Who recks the means by which 't was lighted, 
When seated by the winter's fire ? 

Alike is grateful warmth excited, 
The self-same joys the heart inspire. 

If by a flint 't was bid to blaze. 

Or kindled by the solar rays. 



XLVIIL— PRESCIENCE. 

As o'er its rocky bed it flows, 

Mark, thro' the flood this bank that laves. 
E'en tho' the wind that wildly blows 

Bolls here and there its ruffled waves. 
Unbroken by the roaring stream 
How darts the sun his silent beam. 
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Thus in the world whatever the change, 
Whate'er the headstrong will of man. 

Still can God's Prescience freely range, 
Still follow uncontroll'd his plan, 

Who sees things clearer ere begun. 
Than we what are already done« 



XLIX.— SPIRITUAL JOY. 

Each outward sense to Age a prej, 
The body, as time steals away. 

When Art and Nature fail to nourish ; 
The inward pleasures of the soul. 
If train'd by Reason's just control. 

Fresh in the bloom of youth shall flourish. 

As soon may Palsy's sudden stroke 
Shake the firm sinews of an oak. 

Or Fever dry a fount o'erflowing ; 
As either Torturer shall destroy, 
Or e'en abate, that heart-felt joy 

To self-approving conscience owing. 

For, say, when grown into the soul, 
The very substance of the whole. 

Can aught this joy, its essence, sever ? 
No — tho' the body yields to death. 
It still survives the parting breathy 

To bloom in Paradise for ever. 
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L.— PRUDENCE. 



Whom Christian prudence gives to know, 
Eternity of joy or woe 

Hangs on a few days' conduct here ; 
So acts as tho' each present hour 
Felt of futurity the power ; 

Urged and restrained by Hope and Fear. 

Who, as tho' poised in empty space, 
O'er a slight bridge, amid the chase, 

Spurs with wild heel his foaming steed ; 
No wonder slow-paced Caution fails. 
When Passion his bold rashness hails. 

And dangers bids him scorn to heed. 

But when he sees, with cooler blood. 
Whilst roars below the boiling flood. 

Slid but his foot 'twere instant death ; 
That trembling foot scarce dares to tread ; 
Backward he draws his dizzy head ; 

And wondering horror stays his breath. 



LL— FRIENDSHIP. 

^ IS noble when our cares we bend 
To bear the failings of a friend. 
Before his faults to draw the veil, 
And bid the world his virtue's hail. 
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Yes ! 'tis to imitate (for, know, 
To man, God's image here below. 
Such graces, e'en tho' fall'n, are given) 
The bounteous charities of Heaven. 



Our eyelids when in sleep we close. 
Around our helpless limbs he throws. 
With pitying hand, the robe of night. 
To hide the abject form from sight. 

But when refresh'd with sleep we rise. 
He bids the regent of the skies 
Direct our doings, hour by hour. 
That we may feel, and show, our power. 



LIL— A REAL, THOUGH NOT APPARENT 
DISTINCTION. 

Look at the woods when Winter rules the y6ar : 
The tree that's living, and the tree that's dead. 

Both, to the cheated eye, the same appear ; 
Naked alike their limbs, and bare their head. 

Their vital warmth extinct, or in the root. 

No longer theirs are blossoms, leaves, or fruit 
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The diflTrence when shall it be ours to know? 

When Spring for languid Summer smooths the 
way, 
Proclaiming that the blossoms soon shall blow. 

And blushing fruit shall hang on every spray ; 
Then, from the root, shall rise Life's ice-bound flood. 
And bathe with genial dews the bursting bad. 

Thus, grieve not, that, *mid this world's wintry 
gloom. 
The sinner and the saint alike appear : 
For, dread division I at the day of doom, 

The wicked, from Heaven's Sovereign Judge, shall 
hear, 
*^ Hence to the depths of woe and endless night ! 
" But come, ye Righteous ! to the realms of light." 



LIIL— "SET YOUR AFFECTIONS ON THINGS 
ABOVE." 

The eagle builds his nest on high, 
Amid his subject realms, the sky : 
Emblem of him whose free-bom soul 
Sooffs at the world's assumed control. 

The Christian, with the world at strife. 
So muses on a better life, 
That, freed from earth's discordant jars, 
He walks triumphant 'mid the stars. 
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For where 's the soul ? (E'en they can tell 
Who 're bound by Passion's sensual spell -— 
Theirs are no eagles' wings nor doves') 
Not where it lives but where it loves. 



LIV. — "BLESSED ARE YE WHEN MEN SPEAK 
EVIL OF YOU.*^ 

Stobms, that their Maker's boundless might declare, 
Still, tho' thy trouble, clear the yielding air ; 
But lengthen'd calms, whilst nature pants for 

breath, 
Leave it to foul putrescence, and to death. 

The hissing whetstone, with its fiery round, 
That wears the weapon, blunt with many a wound, 
Takes from its length, but soon, with deadlier 

blow, 
The sharpen'd edge shall force the blood to flow. 

Thus when calumnious foes would fain molest 
The hallow'd stillness of a wise man's breast^ 
*Tis his to grow, tho' humbler be his state. 
Brighter and better for their envious hate. 

* Suggested by a passage in an old Divine. 
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LV. — FALSE ESTIMATE OF ENVY. 

The sun, on noon's bright summit, seems 
Less large, to our deluded eye. 

Than when, with horizontal beams, 
He quits, for ocean's waves, the sky. 

And, scarcely reach'd by straining eyes, 
If the train'd falcon wings his flight 

He 's thought stiU less than his just size ; 
When sense would fain correct the sight. 

And thus we them can better brook 
Who 're far above us, than more near ; 

On these we turn an envious look. 
Those tho' we love not, yet we fear. 



LVL— RESTLESSNESS OF THE HEART. 

Lash'd by the driving storm the ocean, 
Tho' swell its waves in wild commotion. 

Again is calm within an hour : 
And soon the air, tho* gathering thunder 
May burst the rolling clouds asunder, 
' Is free from its exhausted power. 
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Tho' shake the earth affrighting nations ; 
£relong, upon its fix^d foundations 

It stands unmoved amidst the din. 
Man^s heart alone is never quiet, 
But adds, 'mid passion^s reckless riot, 

Follj to foUj, sin to sin. 



LVIL— SHAME. 

He who on Death can fix a fearless eye, 
And all his threats defj. 

Can laugh at swords and falchion's fiashing, 

At armour clashing, 
Whilst War's wild uproar seems to rend the sky; 
Surprise him in a deed of shame, 
(For virtue oft is but a name !) 
Thine eje, e'en like the Basilisk's so dread, 
Shall look him dead. 

Nay, he who, as a Nubian lion bold, 
Could never be controll'd ; 

Powerless his feelings to dissemble. 

With fear shall tremble ; 
As tho' an ague bid his blood run cold. 
Yes, terror, like a poison'd dart. 
Shall pierce his inmost heart. 
And say, does not too oft a life of fame 
Deserve this death of shame ? 

VOL. n. T 
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LVIII.— CONSOLATION IN IMPRISONMENT 

Why grieve, in iron fetters bound, 
Within a dungeon's dark profound ? 
God maj more clearly thence be seen : 
To whom what darkness is a screen ? 

For, know. Prosperity's bright hour 
Distracts us with its dazzling blaze ; 
Whilst to our eye, condensed its rays, 

The gloom of Grief gives double power. 

Who in the day can hope to see, 
Unless from deep obscurity, 
Amid some cavern, mine, or well. 
Delved in this globe's external shell. 

The stars diffuse their golden light ? 
And yet they ever shine, I ween ; 
Tho' from earth's surface all unseen. 

Save in the gloomy shades of night. 



LIX.— A DECEITFUL CALM. 

What tho' thy passions may give place 
To time, to sickness, or disgust; 

If not to penitence or grace. 

The conquest thou may'st well distrust. 
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Haply may this^ world's vain control 
O'er thy once troubled bosom cease : 

Yet, tho' thus tranquil, still thy soul 
May not be with thy God at peace. 

Know, 'tis a cahn, whose smiles so sweet 
• Might almost win the sternest sage ; 
Yet thence 'tis harder to retreat, 

Than from the tempest's wildest rage. 

For oft the winds, the storm that swell, 
Our vessel to the port might guide ; 

Whilst, victims of a calm, more fell. 
We feel the whirlpool's fatal tide. 



COMMEMORATIVE DISTICHS 

INTENDED FOR AND PARTLY INSCRIBED ON 

THE SOCKS OF BAIKDOWN 
DABTMOOB. 



Oh I bfatM me not that oft at idle timet 

2've traced on tkeee rude roeke my ruder rhjfmee. 



T 3 



COMMEMORATIVE DISTICHS. 



INTRODUCTION. 

The late Mr. Braj of Tavistock, (the father of the Author 
of the following distichs) built a small house on an estate 
that was his own property held under the Duchy of Cornwall 
called Bairdown on Dartmoor, and was fond of retiring to it 
during the Summer and Autumn. As it will presently appear, 
his son considered Bairdown to have been the hill of Bards, 
and it may here be stated that should it be thought he is in- 
correct in his view of the original claims of the hill to a 
bardic character, he has now at least fully established them 
by the inscriptions on the granite with which he has partly * 
coyered several of those enormous masses that arise with 
so much magnificence in the midst of the ri^er Cowsick, 
that flows at the foot of the eminence on which the house was 
built by his father. 

Some of these inscriptions are now so hidden with lichen, 
or so worn by the weather and the winter torrents, that a 
stranger, unless he examined the rocks at a particular hour of 
the day when the position of the sun is favourable, would not 
be very likely to discover them. Others, though composed 
by the Author for the same purpose, were never inscribed 
T 4 
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on account of the time and labour it required to cut them 
in the granite. The mode adopted with those which have 
been done', was as follows. He used to paint the inscriptions 
himself in large characters upon the rocks, and then employ 
a labourer with what in Deyonshire is called a pick (pick-axe) 
to work them out Some of these inscriptions were in triads, 
and engraved on the rocks in the bardic character of the 
Sprig alphabet, as it is giyeii by the Rev. Edward Davies in 
his '* Celtic Remains." 

As a further motive to the task, he wished to indulge his 
fancy by peopling, as it were, a wilderness with his favourite 
authors to enliven its solitude : and as he delighted to culti- 
vate the poetical visions of a youthful fancy on the moor, it 
is no wonder that he should have attempted, with somewhat 
the same sentiments as those so beautifully described by 
Shakespeare to give a tongue to the very rocks, so that there 
might be found, even in the midst of a desert, 

** books in the running brooks. 
Sermons in stones, and good in erery thing." 

The eminence of Bairdown, (on which stands the cottage 
erected by the Author's father) is situated about eight miles 
from Tavistock, near the Moreton Road. It is extensive, and 
to one approaching it from this quarter, is seen surrounded 
on the north and east by lofty tors. In the latter direction 
it declines gently but deeply, to the bed of the Dart; 
whilst the descent is more sudden at the south, and on enter- 
ing the grounds from the turnpike road, presents itself most 
unexpectedly, as a ravine, its sides picturesquely clothed 
with wood, through which, amid innumerable rocks, flows 
the foaming Oowsick. As you continue to advance, the 
path winds by the side of this ravine which gradually 
opens and presents a scene of the most peculiar and romantic 
kind, — a scene so beautiful that, though often viewed, it is 
always with that delight which is generally supposed to be 
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al(Hie the result of novel impressions. The Cowsick rushes 
down this ravine over the nohlest masses of granite broken 
into a thonsand fantastic forms, and scattered in every di- 
rection. A picturesque bridge of a single, lofty arch crosses 
the river at that spot where the fall is most striking and pre- 
cipitous : after heavy rains it there presents a combination of 
water-falls that are of the greatest beauty. In the midst of 
the stream at some short distance firom the bridge, the river 
branches off in two rocky channels, as it is there interrupted 
by a little island on which stands a thick grove of trees. On 
either side the banks of this steep ravine are also seen a 
number of trees of various kinds all in the most flourishing 
state, on account of their being so sheltered from the bleak 
winds of the moor. 

Such is Bairdown. All the trees were planted by the 
Author's fiither, who built not only the house but the bridge ; 
and who raised the loose stone walls as enclosures for cattle 
for many miles in extent ; and, in short, who literally ex- 
pended a fortune on the improvements and inclosures on 
this estate. In the bam behind the cottage for two years 
divine service was performed every Sunday by one of the 
Prince of Wales's chaplains, by a dispensation from the 
Bishop of Exeter."* 

The Author of the Distichs prefaced them by saying, 
"The following verses were written to be inscribed on 
some rocks at Bairdown, a spot which my father enclosed 
and cultivated on Dartmoor. 

" The first part consists of appropriate distichs to ancient 
and modem poets, and other illustrious characters who have 
^een remarkable for their attachment to the country. Some 
perhaps are omitted that ought to be inserted, and others 

* Extracted from " The Borders of the Tamar and the Tavy,*' written 
Id a series of letters to the late Robert Southey, Poet Laureate, by the 
Editor, and published by Murray in 1836, toI. i. p. 70. 
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inserted that ought to be omitted : 1117 only excuse is that 
I enrolled them in mj list without preserving any order or 
classification. But before I proceed the better to explain m j 
object, I maj be allowed to offer the following 

"KEMABKS ON THE ETYMOLOGY OF BAIBDOWN, 
RURAL INSCRIPTIONS, ETC. 

** The most obvious idea as to the origin of this name is, that 
it either has a reference to Bear, the substantive, or Bare, the 
adjective. But though a vague rumour which can hardly be 
styled tradition, states that it was so called because it was 
the spot where the last bear was destroyed on the moor, I 
should rather think that some recent poetical spirit has thus 
given * to an airy nothing, a local habitation and a name.' 
And the second supposition can hardly be supported when 
we come to consider that this part of the moor, so far from 
being bare, or void of vegetation, is perhaps nearly the best 
land in the whole of this extensive desert Rejecting, there- 
fore, those ideas as equally unfounded, we must derive our 
information from other sources: and fortunately these 
sources are inmiediately at hand. On the opposite side of 
the river Dart, which bounds my father's property, stands 
WiatmarCs Wood — the only remaining vestige of the ancient 
forest Wist is the preterite and participle of Wis, from pirran 
Saxon, wissen, German, to know ; and is not at present alto- 
gether obsolete, as it is still used in Scripture in this sense. 
From the same etymon comes also wise : * sapient, judging 
rightly ; having much knowledge * — (Johnson's Diet) 
Thus Wisstnan*s or Wistman's Wood signifies, Silva Sapien- 
tium*, the wood of wise men. The Druids or Bards were 

» See Stuart's " View of Society," p. 337, to prove that the Witea were 
the «ame as Sapientes ; and L. L. Anglo-Saxon ap Wilkins there re- 
ferred to. See also a curious Supplication del County de Devonshire to 
Edward III. Cokes 4, Institute, p. 232, Barons and Autres Sagett &c* 
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unquestionably the philosophers or wisemen of the Britons. 
We may naturally conjecture, therefore, that this was their 
principal, or their last place of assembly ; and the many 
stone circles on Bairdown immediately opposite the wood 
confirm the opinion. I am not ignorant that Wistman's 
Wood is sometimes called also WelchmaiCs Wood : the one 
name may easily be the corruption of the other : but if not 
and they are distinct appellations* the conclusion will be 
}>retty much the same. 

" When the ancient inhabitants of this country were subju- 
gated by the Romans, some retired into Wales and others 
into Cornwall. Cornwall was considered as part of Wales, 
and, from its form, was called Comu Wallise, the horn of 
Wales. Indeed it is frequently styled West Wales by the 
British writers. (See Rees' Cyclop.) The inhabitants, 
therefore, of Cornwall as well as Wales might be called 
Welch. And in this supposition I am confirmed by Borlase, 
who states that the Saxons * imposed the name of Weales on 
the Britons, driven by them West of the rivers Severn and 
Dee, calling their country, in the Latin tongue Wallia.' It 
is not improbable that, in the centre of Dartmoor, a colony 
might still be permitted to exist, either from their insignifi- 
eance or their insulated situation; and that this colony 
might be called by the other inhabitants Welchmen, from 
their resemblance to the inhabitants of Cornwall and Wales. 
No colony can be supposed to have existed among the ancient 
Britons without having their Druids or Wisemen, who, in- 
deed, had the whole of the spiritual, and the greater part of 
the temporal, power in their hands. Bairdown, then, from 
its commanding situation, and its gently-ascending acclivities 
on which were spread their sacred circles, must, without 
doubt, have been frequently resorted to by them. Dun, now 
altered to down, signifies a hill. We may naturally imagine, 
therefore, that it was originally called Baird, or Bard-dun, 
Bardorum mons, the hills of Bards. And the etymology of 
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the word Bard will coofirm this opinion : it is derived by 
changing u into 6, which is by no means uncommon, parti- 
cularly as the German w is pronoonced like oar v from waird^ 
whence comes the modem English word. This like the 
Greek twos, signified not only verbwH^ a word, bat carmm^ 
a song. The bards then were so called from being singers, 
or persons who celebrated in songs the achievements of war- 
riors and great men. What, therefore, was originally pro- 
noonced Baird-down, may easily be sapposed, for the sake 
of euphony, to be redneed to Bair-down. 

** P. S. On farther inquiry, I find that some derive bard 
from bar, a fury. The analogy between this and the furor 
poeticus of the Romans mast strike every one. The plaral 
in Welsh is beirdd. Taliesin is called Pen Beirdd, t. e. the 
Prince of the Bards. Thas Beird-^u is literally the hill of 
the Bards. 

«<The Droids were divided into Vacerri, Beirdd, and 
Eabages. The second order, or Bards, snbsisted for ages 
alter the destraction of the others, and, indeed, were not 
totally extirpated by the bloody proscription of Edward. 

** In stating the reasons by which I was actuated in the 
composition of these inscriptions, and in confining myself to 
their present form, it will be necessary to mention the ideas 
that saggested themselves to me apon the subject At first 
the idea occurred to me, as well as to my friend, that 
nothing more would be required than to select passages 
from my favourite authors, and I actually laid some Latin 
and Italian poets under contribution for that very purpose ; 
but I found that the long hexameter lines of Virgil could not 
easily be brought within the compass of a rude granite stone, 
where capitals only could be used, and those, too, of no small 
dimensions ; that many of the most appropriate passages 
were of some length, and that, were I to follow the ex- 
ample of Procrustes, however they might still be discovered 
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to be disjecH membra poSUs, the sight would give more dis- 
gust than satisfaction to the eye of the spectator. A con« 
sideration of no small importance likewise occurred ; namely, 
that though I traced them myself beforehand upon the sur- 
face, it was not probable that the person I employed to cut 
them into the solid granite would be so attentive as not to 
commit blunders, especially as his labours were only pro- 
ceeded in during my absence. It was obvious that fewer 
mistakes would probably occur in English, of which, at any 
rate, he may be presumed not to be so entirely ignorant as 
he certainly is of the former, being only a common mason. 
In addition to which, inscriptions of this kind have been so 
frequently repeated, that I oould not hope to attract attention 
by any novelty of application. On further reflection, how- 
ever, I made a great alteration in my original design, and, 
considering poetical inscriptions as of subordinate conse- 
quence, resolved to consecrate particular rocks to particular 
persons. As the name alone of Theocritus or of Virgil could 
not fail to communicate, to a poetical mind, a train of pleasing 
associations, I did nothing more at first than inscribe upon 
a few rocks, *To Theocritus,' *To Virgil,* &c. This of 
itself, in so wild and solitary a scene as Dartmoor, was not 
without its effect ; it seemed to people the desert At any 
rate, one might exclaim, * The hand of man has been here ! * 
I then conceived that it would give more animation to the 
scene by adding something either addressed to, or supposed 
to be uttered by, these fancied genii or divinities of the 
rock, and accordingly, for the sake of conciseness as well as 
a trial of skill, composed them in couplets. I should cer- 
tainly have found it much easier to have expanded them 
into quatrains, or any indefinite number of lines ; but I chose 
to impose this task upon myself for other reasons as well as 
those above stated, which, however, I cannot help thinking 
are sufficient. 

" I entertain a higher opinion of the English language than 
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to think it so deficient in conciseness as to be unable to 
adapt itself to the form of a distich. I am rather inclined 
to think that the moral distichs of Cato might be very ade- 
qoatelj translated in the same form. D'Avanzati's trans- 
lation of Tacitus has acquired great reputation for its con- 
ciseness ; but, for the sake of curiosity, I have proved that 
it may be more concisely translated into English than 
Italian. I may possibly have failed, however, in showing 
its superior excellence in this particular by my inscriptions, 
but these I have not the vanity to imagine as just criteria of 
its powers. 

** In the island, to which I would appropriate the name of 
the Isle of Mona, I propose to put none but Druidical in- 
scriptions, principally in the form of triads. These shall be 
in bardic characters, as they are represented in Davies' 
* Celtic Researches.' By way of amusement to those who 
may wish to decipher them. I shall mark this simple al- 
phabet on a white rod, and call it the virgula divinatoria, or 
the diviner's wand, which is still so celebrated among the 
miners, so that literally few, if any, will be able to under- 
stand it without the assistance of this magic rod. It will 
add to the effect to call a recess, or kind of grotto, that is 
contiguous to this island. Merlin's Cave, and on a rock, 
which may be considered as his tomb, to inscribe : — 

* These mystic letters would you know, 
Take Merlin*! wand that lies below.* 

** It will be well, perhaps, to have two wands of equal 
length ; one to be a kind of key to the other, one to be 
marked with the bardic letters, and the other at correspond- 
ing distances with the English alphabet." 



TO 

EDWARD BRAY, ESQ. 

WHO 

POR HIS PLANTATIONS ON DAKTMOOR 

IS BNTITLBD TO THE THANKS OF HIS COUNTRY 



^tBt Inscriptbns 



ARB DEDICATED 



BY ONE FROM WHOM THEY ARE MORE PARTICULARLY DUE 



A TOKEN OP PILIAL PIETY. 



Abbey Bouse, TaviitoOe, 
October 18, 1806. 



COMMEMOEATIVE 
INSCEIPTIONS, DISTIOHS, &c. 



TO MY FATHER. 



Still Kved the Druids, who the oak revered, 
(For many an oak thy peaceful hands have rear'd, ) 
The Hill of Bards had echoed with thy name, 
Than warrior deeds more worthy songs of fame. 

n. TO THE SAME. 

Who gilds the earth with grain can bolder claim 
The highest guerdon from the hands of Fame, 
Than he who stains the martial field with blood, 
And calls from widow'd eyes the bitter flood. 

III. TO THE SAME. 

This tender sapling, planted now bj thee. 
Oh! may it spread a fair umbrageous tree; 
Whilst seated at thy side I tune my lays. 
And sing beneath its shade a father's praise. 
VOL. n. u 
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IT. TO THE SAME. 

The forest erst destrojed bj man with fire 
To blast amid their haunts the wolves so dire^ 
Now planted bj thy hand, revives again, 
A shade and shelter for the woolly train. 
So at the last, the awful day of doom, 
When destined flames this nether world consume^ 
A better world, may mortals trust the skies, 
Shall, like the Phoenix, from its ashes rise. 



Y. FOB THE BAKGE OF BEE-HIVES. 

Though to our sires, was sun-ripe wine denied, 
The heath-bred bee a sweeter gift supplied ; 
And when their bards rehearsed some glorious deed. 
They drank the iiero's health in bowls of generous 
mead. 



DRUIDICAL AND OTHER INSCRIPTIONS 

I. 
Ye Druid train, these sacred rocks revere, 
These sacred rocks to minstrel spirits dear! 
If pure your lips, if void your breast of sin. 
They'll hear your prayers, and answer from within. 
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n. 

Bead only thou these artless rhjiiies 
Whom Fancy leads to other-times; 
Nor think an hour misspent to trace 
The customs of a former race : 
For know, in every age, that man 
Fulfils great Nature's general plan. 

in. 

Oh! thou imbued with Celtic lore, 
Send back thy soul to days of yore, 
When kings descended from their thrones 
To bow before the sacred stones, 
And Druids from the aged oak 
The will of Heaven prophetic spoke. 

lY. FOB THE TBIANGULAB STOKE. 

Formed by the hands of God alone, 

Thrice sacred came from Heaven this stone. 

How blest to whom its powers are known I 

y. FOB THE SAME. 

None but the vulgar, moved by fear, 
God's attributes as Gods revere ; 
One only claims our love sincere. 



U2 
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INSCRIPTIONS ON THE ROCKS OF BAIR-DOWN, 

IN THB HIVEB COWBICK, ETC. 

TO MERLIN.* 

Born of no earthly sire, thy magic wand 
Brought Sarum's hanging stones from Erin's land : 
To me, weak mortal ! no such power is known, 
And yet to speak I teach the sacred stone. 



INSCRIPTIONS IN TRIADS, &c, 

I. 
Though worshipped oft by many a different name, 
Grod is but one, and ever is the same ; 
To Him at last we go, from whom at first we came. 

* It is pretended that Merlin was the son of an incubns 
and a vestaL He is said, by the power of magic, to haye 
brought from Ireland those immense masses of granite that 
form Stonehenge, which means, according to some antiquaries, 
hanging-stones; or stones hanged, hung, or connected to- 
gether ; or, as the poet says, ** poised by magic." The hinge 
of a door may probably be referred to the same origin. 
Merlin's original name was Ambrosius. It is thought that 
Amesbary, or Ambresbury, near Stonehenge, took its name 
from Ambrosius Aurelius, a British prince. May not the 
credulous vulgar have confounded him with Merlinus Am- 
brosius, and thus ascribed this probably Druidical monument 
to the supernatural powers of this celebrated enchanter? 
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n. 

Know, though the body monlder in the tomb, 

That body shall the living soul resume, 

And share of bliss or woe the just eternal doom.' 



in. 

Proud man! consider thou art nought but dust ; 
To Heaven resign thy will, be good, be just. 
And for thy due reward to Heaven with patience 
trust. 

rv. 
Their earthly baseness to remove. 
Souls must repeated changes prove^ 
Prepared for endless bliss above. 



To Odin * bow with trembling fear, 
The terrible, the God severe; 
Whose bolt of desolating fire^ 
Warns not, but wreaks his vengeful ire ; 
Who roars amid the bloody fight; 
Recalls the foot that turns for flight. 
Who bids the victor's banners fly; 
And names the name of those to die. 

* Odin, the deity of the Goths and other northern nationi. 
u 3 
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VI. 

Adore Great Hu ♦, the God of Peace; 
Bid war and all its woes to cease; 
So may our flocks and fruits increase. 



INSCRIPTIONS TO THE BARDS ALLUDED TO 
BY GRAY. 

TO CADWALLO. 

Mute is thy magic strain, 

'^ That hush'd the stormj main.*' 

to hoel. 

Thy harp in strains sublime expressed 
The dictates of thy "high bom" breast. 

to urien. 

No more, awaken'd from thy " craggy bed,** 
Thy rage-inspiring songs the foe shall dread. 

TO LLEWELLYN. 

Mid war*8 sad frowns were smiles oft wont to play 
Whilst pour'd thy harp the "soft** enamour*d 
"lay.** 

* Ha Gadran, the peacefnl ploughman, one of the names 
of the Deity among the Celt».* 
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TO MODBED. 

Thy " magic song," thine incantations dread, 
"Made huge Plinlimmon bow his cloud-topt head." 



ADDITIONAL TRIADS 

I. FROM MELA. 

** Ut forent ad bella meliores ; 
iBternas esse animas, 
Vitamque alteram ad manes." 

The soul's immortal — ^then be brave, 
Nor seek thy coward life to save; 
But hail the life beyond the grave. 

ANOTHER, FROM DIOGENES LAERTIUS. 

Adore the gods with daily prayer, 
Each deed of evil shun with care. 
And learn with fortitude to bear. 

ALLUDING TO THE DRUIDS* BELIEF IN THE 
METEMPSYCHOSIS.* 

Here all things change to all — ^what dies, 

Again with varied life shall rise : 

He sole unchanged who rules the skies. 

* Caesar, speaking of the Dmids (Lib. tL sec. 13), says,^ — 
** In primisboc volmit persnadere, non interire animas, sed ab 
aliis post mortem transire ad alias : Atqne hdc maxim^ ad 
virtntem excitari patant, metu mortis neglecto." 
u 4 



296 COMHSHORATIYE INSCRIPTIONS. 

ALLUDING TO THE DBUIDICAL SPRIG ALPHABET. 

Hast thou the knowledge of the trees ? 
Press then this spot with yotive knees, 
And join the sacred mysteries. 

A TBIAD FOUNDED ON THE BCAXDCS OF THE 
DRUIDS. 

(In Rapin's Hift of England, yoL L p. 6. Introd.) 

None must be taught bnt in the sacred grove : 

All things originate from Heaven above ; 

And man's immortal soul a future state shall prove. 

TO MT FATHER. 

INSCBIBED ON A BOCK IN THB BIYBa C0W8ICK, TBB BANKS OF 
WHICH HB HAD PLANTED. 

Ye Naiads ! venerate the swain 
Who joined the Dryads to your train. 

Of peaceful life, who call'd the arts to birth. 
And taught their fellow-men, are gods on earth. 

INSCRIPTION FOR AN ISLAND IN THE RIVER COWSICK 
TO WHICH I HAVE GIVEN THE NAME OF MONA. 

Ye tuneful birds ! ye Druids of the grove I 
Who sing not strains of blood, but lays of love, 
To whom this isle, a little Mona 's given— 
Ne'er from the sacred spot shall ye be driven. 
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IN8CBIPTION FOB A BOCK ON THE LOWEB I8LAKD. 

Who love, though e'en through desert wilds they 

stray, 
Find in their hearts companions of the way. 

FOR THE SAME ISLAND. 

To thee, O solitude I we owe 

Man's greatest bliss — ourselves to know. 

FOB THE SAME ISLAND. 

Nymphs of the hills, the rocks, the streams, the 

grove, 
The poet sees ye with the eyes of love. 

TO LOVE. 

Thrice sprinkle with pure hands this sacred stone, 
At night in visions shall thy love be shown. 

FOB THE LOVEBS' BOCK, DABTMOOB. 
TO HEBO AND LKANDBB. 

Ne'er to true love shall happiness be given ; 
For who on earth can taste the bliss of heaven ? 



FOB A BOCK ON BAIB-DOWN* 

Sweet poesy I fair fancy's child I 
Thy smiles imparadise the wild. 
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IKSCBIPTION ON A BOCK IN THE WOODS NEAB 
THE COW8ICK. 

The wretch, to heal his wounded mind, 
A friend in solitude will find ; 
And when the blest her influence tries, 
He'll learn his blessings more to prize. 

INSCBIPTION FOB AN ISLAND IN THE C0W8ICK, TO 
WHICH I HAVE GIVEN THE NAME OF VECTI8. 

When erst Phoenicians cross'd the trackless main 
For Britain's secret shore, in quest of gain, 
This desert wild supplied the valued ore, 
And Vectis' isle received the treasur'd store. 

FOB A BOCK IN WISTMAN'S WOOD. 

The wreck of ages, these rude oaks revere ; 
The Druid, Wisdom, sought a refuge here. 
When Rome's fell eagles drench'd with blood the 

ground, 
And taught her sons her mystic rites profound. 

FOB THE SAME. 

These rugged rocks, last barrier to the skies, 
Smoked with the Druids' secret sacrifice ; 
Alas ! blind man, to hope with human blood 
To please a God, all merciful, all good. 
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INSCRIPTION FOR A ROCK ON BAIR-DOWN. 

Mute is the Hill of Bards, where erst the choir, 
In solemn cadence, struck the sacred wire : 
Yet oft, methinks, in* spells of fancy bound. 
As swells the breeze, I hear their harps resound. 

INSCRIPTION ON A ROCK NEAR THE ISLAND. 

Learning's proud sons 1 think not the Celtic race, 
Once deem'd so rude, your origin disgrace : 
Enow that to them, who counted ages o'er. 
The Greeks and Romans owe their learned lore.* 

INSCRIPTION FOR A ROCK NEAR THE COWSICK. 

Here, though now 'reft of trees, from many an oak 
To Druid ears prophetic spirits spoke ; 
Andy may I trust the muse's sacred strain, 
Beviying groves shall speak of fate again. 

NEAR THE SAME. 

Ye minstrel spirits I when I strike the lyre, 
Oh ! hover round, and fill me with your fire ! 

TO BOADICEA. 

Boused by the Druids' song 'mid fields of blood, 
Thine arm the conquerors of the world withstood. 

* Celtic remaiiig, passim. 
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TO CABACTACUS. 

Imperial Rome, that ruled from pole to pole. 
Could never tame, proud chief ! thy mightj soul. 



TO TALIESIN. 

How boil'd his blood I how thrill'd the warrior's 

veins! 
When roused to vengeance by thy patriot strains. 

TO FINGAL AND HIS BABDS. 
(See Ouian, pasaim,) 

Spirit of Loda ! * round their shadowy king, 
Here may the ghosts of song his deeds of glory 
sing. 

TO CARRIL.f 

'Mid flowing shells, thy harp of sprightly sound 
Awoke to mirth the festive warriors round. 

TO OSSIAK. 

When sings the blast around this mossy stone, 
I see thy passing ghost, I hear thy harp's wild 
tone. 

* The same as Odin. 

t This name imports sprightly and harmonious sound. 
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TO CRONNAN.* 

Oft to the warrior's ghost, of mournful tone, 
Thy harp resounded near his mossy stone. 

TO RTNO.f 

First of his sons of song, thy war-taught string 
Defiance spoke from woody Morven's king. 

TO uixm. 

Son of the harp of Fame I thy fateful power . 
Could fill with joy the warrior^s dying hour. 

TO HALYINA. 

Oft thy white hand the harp of Ossian strung, 
When, hapless sire ! thine Oscar's fate he sung.f 

TO MINONA.§ 

Thy harp's soft sound, thou fair-hair'd maid, was 

dear, 
More dear thy voice to Selma's royal ear. 

* This name rignifies monmfiil sound. 

t One of Fingal's principal bards. 

X Oscar, the son of Ossian and lover of Malyina, was slain 
in battle. 

§ This name signifies soft air. Fingal is styled King of 
Sehna as well as of Morven. 
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INSCBIPTIOX TO THE COW8ICK. 

To thee, fair naiad of the crystal flood, 
I offer not the costly victim's blood ; 
But) as I quaff thy. tide at sultry noon, 
I bless thee for the cool reviving boon. 

TO -fiSOP. 

E'en solitude has social charms for thee, 
Who talk'st with beast, or fish, or bird, or tree. 

TO THOMSON. 

To Nature's votaries shall thy name be dear, 
Long as the Seasons lead the changeful year. 

TO SHAKSPEABE. 

To thee, blest bard! man's veriest heart was known, 
Whatever his lot, — a cottage or a throne. 

TO ADDISON** 

* 'Tis liberty that crowns Britannia's i&le. 
And makes her barren rocks and her bleak moun- 
tains smile." 

TO SAVAGE. 

What ! though thy mother could her son disown. 
The pitying Muses nursed thee as their own.'f 

* Extracted from his letter to Lord Halifax, 
t See Johnson's '* Life of Savage," and his poem of the 
«* Bastard." 
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TO SPENSER. 

The Shepherd, taught by thine instructive rhyme, 
Learns from thy Calendar to husband time. 

TO SHENSTONE. 

Nurtured by Taste, thy lyre by Nature strung, 
Thy hands created what thy fancy sung. 

TO BROWNE. 

I bless thee that our native Tavy's praise 
Thou'st woven 'mid Britannia's pastoral lays. 

TO BURNS. 

Long as the moon shall shed her sacred light, 
Thy strains, sweet bard, shall cheer the Cotter's 
Night 

TO NEWTON. 

O'er head a falling apple Newton saw, 
And thence learnt Nature's universal law. 

TO BACON. 

Thy prayers induced philosophy on earth 
To call the sciences and arts to birth. 
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TO WALTON. 

The angler's art who from thy conyerse learns, 
Happier and better to his home returns. 

TO DANTE. 

To faith, not purgatory, know, 'tis given. 
To shut the gates of hell, and ope the gates of 
heaven. 

TO ROWE. 

Oh turn, ye fair, from flattery's voice your ear. 
Nor live to shed the penitential tear. 

TO MATHIAS. 

On Thames' loved banks thou strik'st the Ausonian 

lyre. 
And call'st from Amo*s waves the minstrel choir. 

TO WATTS. 

The pious rustic from thy sacred lays 

May learn to sing the heavenly Shepherd's praise. 

TO ROCHESTER. 

Dearer than self was nothing to thy breast ;— 
Now since thouVt nothing, sure thou'rt doubly 
blest.* 

* Dr. Johnson considers Rochester's poem on *' Nothing " 
his best composition. 
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TO S^^MUEL JOHNSON.* 

For fortune's favours sighs ^ lowly swain ? ' 
Teach him, sage moralist^ his wish how^iun. 

TO «COTT* 

Cease not thy strains; from dawn till close of day 
rd list, sweet minstrel, to thy latest lay. 

-TO WIEI#AND, 

Thy magic wand, by OberofCs fairy power 

'Mid barren wilds <^n weave love's roseate bower. 

TO YABBO. 

Thy patriot virtue taught the happier son 
To turn the soil his father's falchion won.f 

TO CHAUCER. 

Ri|de though thy verse, discordant though thy lyre, 
Each British minstrel owns thee for his sire 

TO LA FONTAIKK. 

He taught the beasts that roam the plains 
To speak a moral to the swains. 

* Allading to his poem ^m "** The Vanity of Hnman 
Wbhea.** 
t Varro wrote on hushandry. 
VOL. II. X 
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TO OOWLET. 

Oft 'mid sacb scenes the li7elong daj 
** The melancholy Cowley ^ lay. 



TO TOimd. 

Oh ! lead my thonghts to Him^ the sonrce of light, 
Ere sleep enchains them in the cave of night. 

I 

TO FOHTSNELLS.* 

He taught the widowed heart to hope his love 
Woald welcome him to starry worlds above. 

TO OBAT. 

The rustic youth, where his ^'forefathers sleep,** 
Shall sing thine elegy, sweet bard, and weep* 

TO BOGEBS. 

To every man grown grey with years^ 
Memory his native vale endears. 

TO AKENSIDE.f 

Imagination's airy dream 

Finds Naiads in each purling stream. 

* He wrote ''Ls Plurafit^ des Moodes.'' 
f AUnding to his ^ Pleasures of Imagination " and hit 
'* Hymn to the Naiads." 
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TO ANNE BADCLJFFE. 

Nature, enthusiast njmph ! a child 
Found thee and nursed thee in the wild. . 

INSCBIPTJON TO ZIMMERMAN. 

Dare not wiUi step profane intrude 
To break the calm of solitude, 
For here she sheds the silent tear, 
Sacred to him she loyed so dear. 

TO WALLBB. 

Thy hands from British plains a garland wove, 
And, smiling, twined it round the shrine of love. 

TO GOLDSMITH. 

Haply from some deserted village here 
May weary travellers 6nd a home as dear. 

TO BUOJ^ANAN.* 

'Mid Scotia's wilds thy soul of fire 
Warm*d to new life the Roman lyre. 

TO DOCf OK 8HAW*t 

Each creature blei^t with life thy voice obeys 
In chorus to the great Creator's praise. 

* His Latin compositioiis are greatly admired for their 
ckussic elegance, 
t See hiB " Zoology." 

z 2 
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TO EEPTON.* 

The chaniiB that nature spreads with sparing hand 
Are all united by thy magic wand. 

TO DAKWlN.t 

Nature's loYed priest t e'en plants to thy blest ear 
Sang strains of love, and breathed their vows sin- 
cere. 

TO OTWAT.J 

What nymph, what youth, but hung the head an4 

sighed 
When, PUy*8 orphany famished Otway died ? 

TO GONGBBVE.! 

What bachelarSf what brides, but laugh or moum^ 
"Piy double-featured mask to see thee turn ? 

TO MOSCHUS.|| 

If Cupid 's lost, bid Venus cease to grieye, 
J'or 'mid these wilds oft strays ihefugUh^* 

* The great landscape gardener. 

t See his ** Temple of Nature.** 

X The unhappy author of <* The Orphan** and «* Venice 
Preserved,*' who is said to hare died from poverty and 
hanger. 

§ Congreve, by his ^ Old Bachelor " and ** Mouming 
Bride,** proved he iras alike excellent in comedy or tragedy.. 

II See his first idyl, entiUed *' Fugitive Love.*' 
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TO PINDAB. 

Who wins the peaceful, not the martial bays, 
Is worthiest to be blest hj thine immortal lays. 

TO SOPHOCLES. 

Th' aspiring youth who trusts ambition's wings, 
May learn from thee how sad the fate of kings. 

TO SAPPHO.* 

Fair lyrist 1 'mid thy Lesbian groves 
Still sports thy spirit with the loves. 

TO CATULLUS. 

Why weep> sweet bard» the deatk of Lesbia's 

sparrow ? 
Haply 'twas leva that shot it with his arrow. 

TO LUCEETIU8.t 

To thee> tho' reckless of the gods above. 
Nature reveal'd that all things spring from love. 

* The &ir poetess of Lesbos is well-known to the English 
reader by Phillips's beautiful translation of her ** Enthusiastic 
Ode." 

t See his beautiful invocation to Venus at the beginning 
of his poem, " De Natura Berum." 
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TO CLAUDIAN.* 

Yes ! faYoured was Verona's Eld by fate, 
Bom near the town, who never passed its gate. 

TO AUGUSTUS. 

Imperial Caesar, more than warlike bays ', 
The olive prized, but most the poets' lays. 



TO ovm. 

Verse, like Deucalion, 'mid th' unpeopled earth. 
Calls a new race £rom flood- worn stones to birth. 



TO THE AUTHOB, BY A FRIEND. 

No transitory praise thy muse has deign'd to give, 
But bids thine adamantine verse in granite li^o. 

* S^ liis poem <m *" The Old Man of Verona." 



THE END. 
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«« MISS WINK WORTH deserves 
•i-u. the thanks of every lover of sacred 
verse for her renderinfc into Eng^lish of 
these admirable compositions.'* 

Christiax Times. 

** THIS is a veiy valuable addition 
J- to the former selection Arom the 
rich German hymnology, and will earn 
for the translator the gratitade of many 
readers. It admits more variety than 
the former series, which was adapted to 
the Sundays and to some of the festivals 
of the Church year; it supplies the 
omission in that volume of hymns com- 
memorative of the Sacraments, and it 
. skives the words of consolation and sup- 
port for the various emergencies of the 
Cbristian's course, for life and death, 
and all their modifications of sickness, 
affliction, and bereavement ; as well as 
for that inner life which is between man 
and his Creator and Redeemer. The 
hymns exhibit similar fervour and prac- 
tical excellence to the former selection, 
and we are glad to receive the promise 
of an edition accompanied by appro- 

Sriate old German chorales, arranged 
>r the choir and Ikmily, as they are 
sunr by vast congregations in their 
nat^e land.*' Globe. 



** TN England we have no collection 
-«- of hymns to compare with these 
two volumes. We hope that our future 
hymn- writers will follow the example of 
these old devout Germans, whosereugion 
pervades the whole life, their week-days 
as well as their Sundays, their casual 
meetings in the street, their gaieties even 
as well as their meetings in the church. 
Let the sacred poet deal with every 
phase of religious emotion— with the 
lights and shades of a Christian's life, not 
forgettiiu- the thankful feelings that rise 
witiiin him when he beholds his children 
engaged iu their sunset games ; when he 
looks round him on a well-ordered home, 
sweetened by a wife's smile ; when he 
walks on the bare moor, the fhrae golden 
around him ; and when he sees in the 
windless autumn, afternoon the fields 
whitening to the harvest. The hymn- 
writer ought to familiarise us with reli- 
gion, to make us feel that it is not con- 
fined to the services of the Sanctuary, but 
associated with the quiet procession of 
ordinary things— the mother among her 
children, the husbandmen following the 
plough, or scattering the seed in the Air- 
row; that it has something to do with the 
desk of the merchant, and with the tools 
of the craftsman." Bolbctig Bbtibw. 
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'* WHILE older readers instinct- 
* V ively recur to the Bxp^rUmee of 
Hfe ai foremoflt in exoellence and wis- 
dom ainong^ the writingi of the preeent 
Butkor, ber younr admirers will as in- 
stioctively recal LaitetoH Partonage as 
their prime ikvoorite. Yoathful read- 
ers can scaroelv enter critically into the 
fineness of onuine and the delicacy of 
finish which mark each character, the 
exquisite mosaic inlaying the whole 
production [Lanetan Parwiuiffei, but 
they can unconsciously appreciate the 
result. They feel that the children who 
are made for the time their companions 
are realities in their iroodness and their 
naughtiness ; and high as is the stan- 
dard set berore them, they are taught 
and made to feel that by following the 
path tracked out the high prize mav be 
obtained. To the thoroughness and in- 
tegrity, the absolute rectitude incul- 
cated in thought, word, and deed, and 
to the tender charity extended to the 
erring and repentant, we are inclined 
to attribute the hold these works take 
on readers of all classes and all ages. 
The pure transparent sincerity tells 
even on those who are apt to find any 
work whose aim andobfect are religious, 
heavy and uninteresting. The rtpubH- 
cation of these v>ark» fo an eaeUy aeeee' 
eidU/orm ii a benefit t^whieh we cannot 
over-eeHntaie the eoUdadvantaaee.** 
GlobbJ 



** TP there is just cause for com- 
J- plaining that members of the 
Church of Bngland too often confound 
the sign with the thing signified, and 
have a name thai thejf live wkUe they 
are epiriinattg dead, the reason for 
such a sad state of things cannot be 
found in any general ignorance of what 
true religion is. If descriptions of the 
divine life were confined to books of 
devotion, or locked up in abstmse 
theological treatises, the case would be 
different ; but the volumes now before 
us prove in what attractive forms ge- 
nuine godUness is displayed. The ac- 
complished and pious authoress of Aaiif 
Herbert has told many captivating 
tales, but there is not one of them 
which leaves the reader in doubt as to 
what real religion is, as taught in the 
Bible, and exhibited m the formularies 
of the Church. ... We embrace this op- 
portunity of recommending to the 
clergy these valuable tales. They can 
much serve the good cause by turning 
the taste of readers of fiction into the 
heal^ channels here provided for 
it. Works like these, if Judiciously cir- 
culated in parishes, cannot ftul to 
strengthen that important and desira- 
ble conviction, that wum*e chief end is 
io glorify Ood, that he may enjoy 
Him for ever." 

Clebical Joubnal. 
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Kiss Acton*! Kodem Cookery 

for Privatpe FamiiieR, reduced to a 
System of Easy Practice in a Series of 
careflilly-tested Receipts, in which the 
Principles of Baron Liebig and other 
eminent writers have been as much as 
possible applied and expltdned. Newly- 
revised ana enlarged Edition ; with 8 
Plates, comprising 27 Figures, and 150 
Woodcuts. Fcp.8vo.7s.6d. 

Acton's English Bread-Book for 

Domestic Use. adapted to Families of 
every grade. Fcp. 8vo. price 4s. 6d. 

Aikin'B Select Works of the 

British Poets from Ben Jonson to 
Beattie. New Edition; with Biogra- 
phical and Critical Prefiuses, and Se- 
lections from recent Poets. 8vo. 18s. 

AragO (F.)— Biographies of Dis- 
tinguished Sdeutlfic Men. Translated 
by Admiral W. H. Smyth. D.C.L.. 
F.B.S., &c : the Bev. Badbit Powbll, 
M.A. ; and Bobbbx Qbaitt, M.A., 
F.BJL.S. 8V0.188. 

Arago*8 Keteorological Essays. 

With an Introduction by Baxoit Huic- 
BOLDT. Translated under the super- 
intendence of Lieut.-Col. E. Sabutb, 
B.A., Treasurer and y.P.B.S. 8vo. 18e. 

Arago's Popular Astronomy. 

Translated and edited by Admiral 
W. H. Smttk, D.C.L^ F.R.8. ; and Ro- 
BBRT Gbaitt, M.A., F.B.A.S. In Two 
Volumes. Vol. 1. 8vo. with Plates and 
Woodcuts, 21s.— Vol. II. is in the press. 

Arnold. — MeropCt a Tragedy. 
By UiTTHBW AxiroLD. With a Pre- 
fboe and an Historical Introduction. 
Fcp. 8vo. 58. 

Arnold.^ Poems. By Matthew 
AsKOLD. FiBST Sbbtbs, Third 
Edition. Fcp. 8vo. 5s. 6d. Sbcokd 
Sbbxbs, price Ss. 



Lord Bacon's Works. A New 

Edition, collected and edited by B. L. 
Ellis, i(.A., Fellow of Trinity College, 
Cambridge; J. SPBDDiiro. M.A. of 
Trinity College, Cambridge; and 
D. D. Heath, Esq., Barrister-atrLaw, 
and lateFellowof Trinity College, Cam- 
bridge. Vols I. to III. 8vo. iSs. each ; 
Vol. IV. liB. ; and Vol. V. 18e. com- 
OTiaing the Division of Philo»opkical 
JForks; with a copious Ltdbx. 

Vols. VI. and VII. comprise Bacok'b 
Literary and Profusional Workt, Vol. 
VL price 18s. now ready. 

Joanna Baillie*s Dramatic and 

Poetical Works : Comprising Plays of 
the Passions, Misoellaneous Dramas. 
Metrical Legends, Fugitive Pieces, ana 
Ahalya Baee ; with the Life of Joanna 
Baillie, Portrait and Vignette. Square 
crown 8vo. 2l8. cloth; or 42s. morocco. 

Baker.— The Bifle andtheHonnd 

in Ceylon. By S. W. Bakbb, Esq. 
New ESdition. with 18 Illustrations 
engraved on Wood. Fcp. 8vo. 4b. 6d. 

Baker. ^ Eight Years* Wander- 
ings in ceyion. By S. W. Bakbb, Esq. 
With 6 coloured nates. 8vo.l58. 

Barth.— Travels and Discoveries 

in North and Central Africa : Being the 
Journal of an Expedition undertaken 
under the auspices of Her Britannic 
Majesty's Government in the Years 
1849-1855. BvHBVBTBABTH.Ph.D.. 
D.O.L., Ac. With numerous Maps and 
Illustrations. 5 vols. 6vo. £5. 5s. doth. 



Bayldon's Art of Valuing Bents 

and Tillages, and Clidms of Tenants 
upon Quitong Farms, at both Michael- 
mas and Lsdy-daj ; as revised by Mr. 
DoKALSSOir. Seventh Edition, en- 
larged and adapted to the Present 
Time. By Eobbbx Bakbb, Land- 
Agent and Vainer. 8vo. price 10s. 6d. 
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Black's Practical Treatiie on 

Brewiiiff, based on Chemical and Eco- 
nomical Principles : With Formule 
for Pablie Brewers, and Initnioti^ns 
for Private Families. 8vo.l08.6d. 



Hkdne's Baoyolopaaia of Bioral 

Sports : or, a complete Account, Histo- 
rical, Praotical, and Deforipttvek of 
Hmiting, Shooting, Fishing. Badng. 
Ac. i\r«w.E^U^<o». revised and corrected 
to the Present Time ; with above 60O 
Woodcut niustrations, including 20 
Snlddcts now added frpm Designs by 
Jolm Leech. 

Blair's Chronological aadHis- 

tCMical Tables, from the Cteatioa to the 
Present Time: With Additaons and 
Corrections from the most autiientic 
Writers ; including the Computation of 
St. Paul, as conneeting the Period from 
the £xode to the Temple. Undisr the 
revision of Sir HairnT Sllts, K.H. 
Imperial 8vo. 31s. 6d. half-morocco. 

Boyd. « A Kannal for Kaval 

Cadets. Published with the sanction 
and approval of the Lords Commis* 
sionen of the Admiralty. By JoHir 
irNxiLL BoTD, Captain, R.N. With 
Compass-Signals in Colours, and 286 
Woodcuts. Fcp. 8vo. 10s. 6d, 

Bloomfleld.— The Chreek Testa. 

ment: with copious English Notes, 
Critical, Philological, and Explanatory. 
Especially adapted to the use of Theo- 
logical Studenu and Ministers. By the 
Bev. 8. T. Blooufibld, D.D., F.S.A. 
.Ninth Edition, revised. 2 vols. 8vo. 
with Map. £2. 8s. 

Br. Bloomfleld's College A School 

Edition of the Greek Testament : With 
brief English Notes, chiefly PhUolojucal 

and Explanatory. Seventh Edition; 

with Map and Index. Fcp. 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

I 

Br^ Bloomfield's College^ School 

Lexicon to the Greek Testament. New 
Edition, revised. Fcp. 8vo. price lOe. 6d. 

Bonme's Catechism of the Steam 

Engine in its various Applications to 
Mines, Mills, Steam Navigation, Rail- 
way's, and Agriculture : With Practical 
Instructions for the Manufacture and 
Management of Engines of every class. 
Fourth Edition, enlarged; with 89 
Woodcuts. Fcp.Svo. 68. 



Bourne. — A Treatise on the 

steam Engine, in its Application to 
Mines, MlUs, Steam Navusition, and 
Bailwajv. ^y thaArtfoyiCmb. Edited 
by JoHir Bo UBKB, C.E. New Edition ; 
with 88 Steel Plates, and 319 Wood 
Engravings. 4to. 27s. 

Bonnie*— A Treatise on the 

Screw Propeller: With various Sug- 
gestions of Improvement. By JoEir 
BouBKB, C.E. New Edition, with 
29 laige Plates and numerous Wood 
Engravings. 4to. S8s. 

Brande's Bictionaxy of Sdeno^ 

Literature, and Art; comprising the 
History, Description, and Scienti|c 
Principles of every Branch of Human 
Knowledge; with the Derivation and 
Definition of all the Terms iu general 
use. Third Edition, revised andA»rrect- 
ed; with numerous Woodcuts. 8vo.00b. 

Professor Brando's Iiectares cai 

Organic Chemistry, as applied to Manu- 
fiptures. including Dyeme. Bleaching, 
Calico Printing, Sugar Hanii&cture, 
the PresM-vation of Wood, Tanning, 
Suh Edited by J. Soofvbbit, KJB. 
Fcp. Woodcuts, 78. 6d. 

Brewer.*-'A]| Atlas of History 

and Geography, firou the Couunence- 
ment of the Christian Exa to the Pre- 
sent Time: Comprising a Series of 
Sixteen Coloured Maps, arranged m 
Chronological Order, with Illustrative 
Memoirs. By the Bev. J. S. Bbbwbb, 
M.A. iSteond .B^t/iow, revised and cor- 
rected. Boyal Svo. 128. 6d. half*bonnd. 

Brialmont. — The Life oC the 

Duke of Wellington. From the French 
of Alkxis BsdAjbwovT, Caj^edn on the 
Staffof the Belgian Army : With Emen- 
dations and Additions. By the Bev. 
G. R. Glbig, M.A., Cbaplain-GoBeral 
to the Forces and Prebendary of St. 
Paul's. With Maps, Plans, and Por- 
traits. Vols. I. and II. Svo. price SOs. 
Vol. III. {completion) ia in preparatioii. 

Br. T. Bull's Hints to Mothers on 

the Management of their Health during | 
the Period of Pregnancy and in the 

Lying-in Room: With an Ex^ure of | 
Popmar Errors in connexion with those 

subjects, &c.; and HintsupoaNwsiA^ > 

New Edition. Fcp. Svo. 5s. i 

Ball. — The Maternal Manage- i 

ment of Children in Health and Dis- | 

ease. By T. Bum.. M.D., formerly i 

Physician- Accoucheur to the Finsbury i 

Midwifery Institution. New Edition. ' 

Fcp. Svo. 5s. j 



Broaie.^PB7ohologi(Ma Iii4^* 

riest in a Series of EsBaye intended to 
iUastrate 1^ Infloenoft of the Physical 
Organisation on the MeayUJ Fa(?i4tieB. 
Br Sir Bbitjajok 0. Bbo9IB» Wt. 
Third Edition. Fep.8vo.&». 

Bonsen^-^niristUuiity aasAlbay 

kiBdft.their BegUmiMn and FronMrts. 
ByBaioo C, 0. JT. B^ir»Bifj_ DJ)., 
D.C.I4.. D.Ph. Bei 
correctedt re^model . ^ , 

of Biptnuj/ttis am4 A44 Jffe, 1 vols. 
8rou£5.&s. 

•^« This Edition i> conpopefl of three dis- 
tinct wprks» as follows :— 

1. Hippolytu8 and'his Age; or, the Begin- 
nings and Prospects of Christianity. 2 
vols. 8to. £L 10«, 

2, OuUine of the Philosophy of UniTersal 
H^tory applied to Langnage and Reli- 
gion ; containing an Account of the Al- 
pha^tical Conferences. 3 vols. 3Ss. 

8. Analecta Aa(e-Jiic«s&a« 8 rols. 8to. £2. 2t. 

Qmisen. ^ Lyra Gennanica. 

Translated fitom the Oenoui \s Ana* 
KEVS WiKKWOitTH, J^M JS^dOion of 
the FiB^ S«B<iBB„ Bf^uu. for the 
Sundays and FestlvpOs. of the Christian 
Tear. Sscoirp Ssbibs. the Gmstian 
Life. F(9. 8vo. 6e. e»Qh Series. 

*,* These selections ofGerman Hymn* have 
heeu made from collections published In Ger- 
numy by Baron Bumssn ; and form companion 
Tolnmes to 



Theologia Oennanica: Wliicli 

setteth forth niany fidr lineanients of 
Divine Truth, and saith very lof^ and 
lov^ things touching a Perfect Life. 
Translated Dy Subawwa Wutewokth. 
With a Preface hy the Rev, Cqabuis 
KiifGsi.BT : and a Letter hy Baron 
BuNBBir. Third Edition. Fcp^SvaSs. 

Boiisen.— Egypt's Place in Uni- 
versal History : An Historical Livesti- 
mtiominFiveBoolcgi ByBcurpnq.CJ. 
Buirsxir, D.C.L., B.Ph. Translated 
from the German by C. H. Cottbbll, 
Esq., M.A. With many lUustrations. 
Vol. I. 8vo. 28b.; Vol. II. 8vo. 80s. 
Vols. III. IV. and V. completing the 
work, are in the press. 

Biahop Bntler*8 Sketoh of Mo- 
dem and Ancv^nt Qeogrwhy, New 
Edition, thoroughly revfied, with such 
Alterations introduced as continually 

{•rogressive Discoveries and the latest 
nformation have rendered necessary. 
Post8vo.78.6d. 



Biidjkop Butler's Qenwal Attas 

ofModenkandAaQientGeography: com- 
prising Fifty-two ftUl-colpuiiad Ma^s ; 
with complete Indices. Maw Edition, 
enlai^ed, and greatly improved. £dited 
hy.the^utlioi'sdon. :^al4to.248. 

BnrtQn.^Fir8t Footsteps in Bast 

Africa; or, an Exploration of Harar. 
^ RiGSABn F. BtTBSOflT. Gaptam, 
Bombay Army. With. Haps and 
coloured Plate. 8yo..18b« 

Norton.—- Peirsonal narrative of 

a Pilflnlmage to £1 Medinah an4 Meccah. 
By KiOHARD F. Bttbxon, Captain, 
Bombay Army. Shcond Edition, re- 
vised; with coloured Plates and Wood- 
cuts. 2 voU. crown 8vo. Ms. 

iPie Cabinet La^xye^: A.Fopnlar 

Dieest of the Laws of En^and, Civil 
and Criminal; with a Dictionary of 
I4w Tenops, l^axin^. Statutes, and 
Judicial Antiquities; Correct Tables of 
Assessed Taxes, Stamp Dutiei), Excise 
lacaases, and Post-Horse Duties ; Post- 
Office I^gvUaUons ; and Prison Disd- 
nUne. 17tn Edition, comprising the 
PubUc Acts of the Sesslonisea. Fcp. 
8vo. 10s. 6d. 

The CalniiMt Gazetteer: AP^pn- 

lar Exi¥}sltion of All t))e Countries of 
the, meld. By the Author of The 
Cabinet iMioyer, Fcvw 8vcw 1^. 6d. 

OalendiMW of State Papers, Do- 
mestic Series, published under the 
Direction of the Master of the Rolls, 
and with the Sanction of H.M. Secre- 
tary of State tar the Home Departoaent : 

The Reign of JAMES I. leos-SS, edited 
bv Mrs. Gbbbk. Vou. I. to III. impe- 
rial 8vo. 158. eadi. 

The Reign of CHARLES I. 1685>26, 
edited by John Bbugs, V.P.S.A. Im- 
perial 8vo, 15s. 

The Reigns of EDWARD VI.. MARY. 
ELIZABETH. 1547-80, editecf by H. 
Lbmox, Esq. Imperial 8yo. 15s. 

Historieal Notes reh^tive to the History 
of England, from the Accession of 
HENRY VIII. to the Death of ANNE 
(1500-1714). compiled by F. S. Thomas, 
Esq. 3 vols, imperial 8vo. iOs. 

State Papers relating to SCOTLAND, 
from the l^ign of HENRY VIII. to the 
Accession of JAMES I. (1509-1608), and 
of the Correspondence relating? to MARY 
(;^EN of SCOTS. durUiK her Captivity 
in England, edited by M. J. Thobfb, 
Esq. 2 vols, imperial 8vQ. 80s. 
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Calvert. — The Wife's Kaniial ; 
or, PrwrerB, Thoughts, uid Bonn en 
Several Oocations of a Matron's Life. 
By the Rev. W. Calviet, M.A. ,0m*. 
mented from Designs hy the Author in 
the style of Queen EUKobeth't PratftT' 
Book. Crown 8vo.10B.6d. 

Catlow's Pimular Conoliology; 

or. the Shell Cahinet arranged accord- 
ing to the Modem System: With a 
detailed Accomit of the Animals, and a 
complete Descriptive List of the Fami- 
lies and Genera of Recent and Fossil 
Shells. Second Edition, improved; 
with M5 Woodcuts. Post8vo.l4e. 

Cecil. « The Stud Farm; or, 

Hints on Breeding Horses for the Turf, 
the Chase, andthe Road. Addressed 
to Breeders of Raoe-Horses and 
Hunters, Landed Proprietors, and Te- 
nant Farmers. By Csgil. Fcp. 8vo. &s. 

Cedl'8 Stable Praotlee ; or, Hints 

onTrainingforthe Turf, the Chase, and 
the Road ; with Observations on Racing 
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Chasing, and Fox-Hunting. Fcp. 8vo. 
withPhite,58. 

Chronicles and Kemorials of 

Great Britain and Ireland during the 
Middle Ages, published by the authority 
of H. M. l^reasury under the Direction 
of the Master of fhe Rolls :- 
Capgrave's Chronicle of England,edited 
the Rev. F. C. HiiroBSTOir, M.A. 
>yal8vo.8s.6d. 

Chronioon Monasterii de Abingdon, 
edited by the Rev. J. Sxirxirsoir, MJL 
Vol. I. royal 8vo. Ss. 6d. 

Lives of Edward the Confessor, edited 
by the Rev. H. R. Luaxd, M.A. 8s. 6d. 

Monumenta Frandscana, edited by the 
Rev. J. S. Bbbwbb, M.A. 8s. 6d. 

Fasciculi Zizaniorum Magistri Johan- 
nis Wfclif cum Tritioo. edited by the 
Rev. W. W. Shiklxt, M JL. 8s. ed. 

Stewart's Bulk of the Cronidis of 
Scotland, edited by W. B. Tubhbull, 
Barrister. Vol. I. royal 8vo. 8s. 6d. 

Johannis Capgrave Liber de lUustribus 
Henricis, edited by the Rev. F. C. 
HiireBSTOir, M.A. Royal 8vo. 8s. 6d. 

English Translation of Capgrave's Book 
of the lilugtrious Henriee, by the Rev. 
F. C. HiiroBSTOir, M.A. 10s. 6d. 

^ Elmham's Historia de Monasterii S. 
Augustini Cantuarensis, edited by the 
Rev. C. Habdwickb, M.A, 8e.6d. 



Chapman.— ffifitory of Onstayns 

Adolphus, and of the Thirty Years' 
War up to the Kind's Death: With 
some Account of its Conclusion tgr the 
Peace of Westphalia, in 1048. By B. 
C]LiPXAV,MjL 8vo. Plans, 12s. 6d. 

ChoTrenl On the Harmony and 

Contrast of Colours, and their Aralica- 
tionstotheArts: Including Painting. 
Interior Decoration, Tapestries, Car- 
pets, Mosaics, Coloured Glazing, Paper- 
Staining, Calico-Printlng, Letteroress- 
Printing, Map- Colounng, Dress, 
Landscape and Flower-Gardoiing, &c. 
Ac. Translated by Chablbb Mjlbxbi*. 
With 4 Plates. Crovn8vo.lO8.0d. 

ConnoUy.^Sistor7 of the Boyal 

Sappers and Miners: Including the 
Services of the Corps in the Crimea and 
at the Si^ of Sebastopol. By T. W. J. 
COBKOLLY, Quartermaster of tiie Royal 
Engineers. Second Edition; with 17 
coloured Plates. 2 vols. 8vo. SOs. 

Conybeaie and Howson's Life 

and Epistles of Saint Paul : Comprising 
a complete Biography of the Apoetle, 
and a Translation of his Epistles 
inserted in Chronolodcal Order. TkUrd 
Edition, revised ana corrected ; with 
several Maps and Woodcuts, and 4 
Plates. 2 vols, square crown 8vo. Sis. 6d. 
*•* The Original Edition, with more nu- 

merottt Illustrations, in 2 toIs. 4to. price 48«. 

—may also be had. 

Dr. Copland's Dictionary of 

Practical Medicine : Comprising Gene- 
ral Pathology, the Nature and Treat- 
ment of Diseeises, Morbid Structures, 
and the Disorders especially incidental 
to CUmates. to Sex, and to the different 
Epochs of Life ; with numerous ap- 
proved Formuua of the Medicines 
recommended. Now complete in 8 vols. 
8vo. price £6. lis. doth. 

Bishop Cotton's Instmetions in 

the IXDctrlne and Practice of Christi- 
anity. Intended as an Introduction to 
Ccmfirmation. 4thEdition. 18mo.2B.ed. 

Cresy's EncyolopflBdia of Civil 

Engineeiing. Historical, Theoretical, 
andPracticaL Illustrated by upwards 
of 8,000 Woodcuts. Second Edition, 
revised; andextendedin a Supplement, 
oomprisingMetropolitanWater-Supply, 
Drauiage of Towns, Railways, Cubical 
Proportion, Brick and Iron Construc- 
tion, Iron Screw Piles, Tubular Bridges, 
&c. 8vo. 68s. 



PUBLISHED BY LOKGMAK, BBOWN, AKD CO. 



Crosse. -— KemonalB, Saentifio 

and Literary, of Andrew Croese, the 
Electrician. Edited by Mrs. Cbobsx. 
Poiit8¥0.98.6d. 

Crowa-— The History of France. 

By Etbb EvAirg Csowb. In Five 
Yoliunes. Vol. 1. 8vo. 140. 

CmikBhaak. — The Life of Sir 

John Falstaii; illa»trated in a Series 
of Twenty-four original Etchings by 
George Cruikshank. Aooompanied by 
au Imaglaary Bi^^phy of the Knight, 
by RoBKBX B. Bbough. Boyal 8vo. 
price 128. 6d. cloth. 

Lady Cost's Invalid's Own Book : 

A Collection of Recipes from various 
Books and various Countries. Second 
EdUion. Fcp. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

The Bey. Canon Dale's Domestic 

Liturgy and Family Chaplain, in Two 
Parts : Pabt I. Church Services adapted 
for Domestic Use. with Prayers for 
" r Day of the Week, selected ftrom 
Jook of Common Prayer; Pabx 
II. an appropriate Sermon for Every 
Sunday in the Year. Second Edition. 
Post 4to. 21Si. cloth ; 81s. 6d. calf; or 
dS2. lOs. morocco. 

f Thb FAXir.T Chaplatx, 12». 
Separately i Thk Doxsmc Littjbot, 

'' 10$. 6d. 

Davies.— Algiers in 1867: Its 

AccessibiUty, Climate, and Resources 
described with especial reference to 
English Invalids ; with details of Re- 
creation obtainable in its Neighbour- 
hood added for the use of Travellers in 
generaL By the Rev. E. W. L. Davibs, 
M.A.Oxon. Post8vo.68. 

Delabechc-^teport on the (Geo- 
logy of Cornwall, Devon, and West 
Somerset. By Sir H. T. Dbiobbchb, 
F.R.8. With Maps, Plates, and Wood- 
cuts. 8vo. 14s. 

Davy (Dr. J.)— The Angler and 

his Friend ; or. Piscatory Colloquies 
and Fishing Excursions. By Johk 
Daty, M.D., F.R.S.. Ac. Fcp.8vo.6B. 

Bv the same Author, 

The Angler in the Lake District ; 

or. Piscatory Colloquies and Fishing 
Excursions m Westmoreland and Cum- 
berland. Fcp. 8vo. 6s. dd. 

De laBive's Treatise on Elec- 

t ricity in Theory and Practice. Trans- 
lated for the Author by C. V . Walkeb, 
r.R.S. 8 vols. 8vo. Woodcuts, £3. Lis. 



Abbe' Domeneoh's Kissionary 

Adventures in Texas and Mexico : A 
Personal Narrative of Six Years' So- 
journ in those Regions. Translated 
from the French under the Author's 
superintendence. 8vo.lOB.6d. 

The Eclipse of Faith ; or, a Visit 

to a Religious Sceptic. 9th BdUion, 
Fcp.8vo.Ss. 

Defence of The Eclipse of Faith, 

by its Author: Being a Rejoinder to 
Professor Newman's ^^ir: Including 
a full Examination of that Writer's 
Criticism on the Character of Christ ; 
and a Chapter on the Aspects and Pre- 
tensions of Modem Deism. Second 
Sdition, revised. Post 8vo. 5s. 6d. 

The Englishman's Oreek Con- 
cordance of the New Testament : Being 
an Attempt at a Verbal Connexion 
between the Oreek and the English 
Texts; including a Concordance to the 
Proper Names, with Indexes, Greek- 
English and English-Greek. New Edi- 
tion, with a new Index. Royal 8vo. 42s. 

The Englishman's Hebrew and 

Chaldee Concordance of the Old Testa- 
ment : Being an Attempt at a Verbal 
Connexion between the Original and the 
English Translations; with. Indexes, 
a List of the Proper Names and their 
Occurrences, &c. 2 vols, royal 8vo. 
£3. ISs. 6d. ; large paper, £4. Us. 6d. 

Ephemera'sHandbookofAngling; 

teaching Fly-fishing, Trolling;jjottom- 
Fishing, Sahnon-Ftahing : W^ith the 
Natural History of River-Fish, and the 
best Modes of Catching them. Third 
Edition, corrected and improved; with 
Woodcuts. Fpp.8vo.5s. 

Ephemera's Book of the Salmon : 

The Theory, Principles, and Practice of 
Fly-Fishing for Sahnou ; Lists of good 
Sahnon Fhes for every good River in 
the Empire ; the Naturalllistory of the 
Salmon, its Habits described, and the 
best way of artificially Breeding it. 
Fcp. 8vo. with coloured Plates, Us. 

Fairbaim.— Usefiil Information 

for Engineers : Being a Series of Lec- 
tures delivered to the Working Engi- 
neers of Yorkshire and Lancashire. 
By WiLLiAK Faibbaibk, F.R.S., 
F.G.S. Second BdUion ; with Plates 
and Woodcuts. Crown 8vo. lUs. 6d. 

Fischer. — Francis Bacon of 

Verulam : Realistic Philosophy and its 
Age. By Dr. K. Fischbb. Translated 
by JoHir OxBNFOBD. Post 8vo. 9s. 6d. 
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7oreft0r. «* XamblM in tiM 

Islaiids of Conim and Sardinia : With 
NotkM of their History, Antiqnitiefl. 
and preient Condition. By Tsokas 
FoiaamB. With ooUmrtd Map; and 
nnmenma Litho«raphte and Woodcat 
lUnstrationa from Drawtnn made 

[the Tour by Lieat^Col. M. A. 

lph,B.A. Imperial 8vo. 88a. 

Oarratt-'XarvelB and Kysteriet 

of Inatinct : or, Cnrioeitiea of ^nknal 
Lift. Bj Gbob»b Oabemdk. Second 
BdUUm, improved. Fcp. 8vo. 4a. 6d. 

eabart.^A Fraetioal Tiwatne 

on Banking. By Jakbs Williak 
GiLBAST. F.R.S., General Manager of 
the London and Weetmlniater Bank. 
Sixth BdUUm. 2volfl.12iao.16B. 

Gilbart.— Xogie for the XiUion : 

a Familiar Expoaltion of the Art of 
Reasoning, By J. W. Gilbart, F.B.S. 
5th£ditlon; with Portrait. 12mo.8B.6d. 

01eig.*iEfsaySf BiograpMoal, 

Historical, and MisoellaneouB, oontri- 
Imtad chiefly to the SditUnurgh and 
QumUrly R80UW9, By the Bev. G. R. 
GuBia, M.A..Chi4>lain- General to the 

I Prebend - - - 

price 21b. 

The PoetiGal Worki of Oliver 

Goldsmith. Edited by BoLTOKCoiurxT, 
Esq. niustratedby WoodEngravinss, 
from Designs by Members d the 
Etching Club. Square crown 8vo. 
cloth, 218. ; morocco, £1. 16b. 

OoB8e.-*A Natoraliflf t Sojourn 

in Jamaica. By P. H. GossB. Esq. 
With Plates. Post 8vo. 14s. 

Oreathed.— ilettera from Delhi 

durlnKthe Siege. By H. H. Gbjiathed, 
Esq., Political Agent. Post 8vo. 

Green.— livea of the Psinoeaaes 

of England. By Mrs. Maby Ajtitb 
EvmtBTT Grbbk. Editor of the Letter* 
of Boyal and lUuetrioue Ladies. With 
numerous Portraita. Comidele in 6 
vols, post 8vo. lOs. 6d. each. 

Oreyson.— Selectiona from" the 

Correspondence of R. E. Gbkyboit, Esq. 
Edited by the Author of The EelipM of 
Faith, New Edition. Crown 8vo. 7b. 6d. 

Grove.— The Correlation of Phy- 
sical Forces. By W. R. Gbovb. Q,C.. 
M.A. Third Edition. 8vo. 78. 



Forces, and Prebendary of St. Paul's, 
2 vols. 8vo. • "' 



Onmey.-i 

IV.: Bel] 



,— St Lonia and Saiizi 



IV.: Being a Second Series of Histo- 
rioal SketoEes. Br the Rev. Jokv H. 
GuBiTBT, M.A. Fcp.8vo.6B. 

IvtitingReeiiaatiema; or^SaaplBa 

from the Leetare-Boom. Edited by 
Rev. J. H. GuBiraT. Ciown8To.$8. 

GwiltTa XiieTalopMdiA of idcclit- 

teetnie. Historical, Tbeotatioal, and 
Practical. By Jobbvh Gwua. With 
mora ttaanl,000 Wood Engravinga, from 
I>eaigna by J. S. GWII.T. 8vo.4Ss. 

Hare (Archdeaeon).-i*The life 
of Luther, in Forty-eight Historical 
Engravings. By Gdstav K0ia». 
With Explanations by Avcfadeacon 
Habb and Susajtvah Wihkwobsh. 
Fcp. 4to. 28b. 

Tfurferd ■ Tjfonf itio iv^|iJ^ Tiy ^i4> 

Buonarroti: With Translations of 
many of his Poems and Letten : also 
Memoirs of Savonarola, Raphael, and 
VittoriaColonna. By JoB3rS.HABBOBi>, 
Esq., D.C.L., F.R.S. Second Edition, 
revised; with 20 Ph»taa. 2 vols. 8vo. SSs. 

ninatrationa, Architectural and 

Pictorical, of the Genius of Michael 
Angelo Buonarroti. With IXescriptions 
of the Plates, by the Commendatore 
Caxiita : C. R. COOKBBBLL, Esq., R.A. ; 
and J. S. HABFOBn. Esq., D.C.L.. F.B.8. 
Folio, 78b. 6d. haU^bound. 

Harriaoa. — The Light of the 

Forge ; or. Counsels from the Sick-Bed 
of E.M. By the Rev. W. Habbisoit, 
M.A., Domestic Chaplain to the 
Duchess of Cambridge. Fcp. 8vo. Ss. 

Harry Hieover's Stable Talk 

and Table Talk; or. Spectacles for 
Young Sportsmen. New Edition, 2 
vols. »ro. Portrait, 24s. 

Harry Hieover.— ^The Hnsting- 

Pield. By Habbt Hibovbb. With 
Two Plates. Fcp. 8vo. 5s. half-bound. 

Harry Hieover. •«<* Praotiyeal 

Horsemanship. Second Sdition-; with 
2 Plates. Fcp. 8vo. 5b. half-bound. 

Harry Hieover.-i*Tbe Poeiat and 

the Stnd; or. Practical Hints on the 
Management of the Stable. By Habbt 
UiEOVEB. Fcp. 8vo. Portrait 5s. 

Harry Hieover.-^The Stud, for 

Practical Purposes and Practical Men : 
Being a Guide to the Choice of a Horse 
for use more than for show. Fcp. 5s. 
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HastalL— *A History of the "Bn- 

tish Freshwater Al@3 : Indadine 
Descriptions of the Desmidea and 
Diatomaoese. By Abthub Hill SU.8- 
8AI.L, M.D. 2 vols. 8vo. with 108 
Plates, £1. 15s. 

^[a«Mll.-p^Adnlteratio]vs DotoQt- 

ed ; or, Plain Instnictions for the Dis- 
covery of Frauds in Food a;nd Medicine. 
By Abthub Hill Hassall, M.D. 
Lond., Analyst of The Lcmcet iSanitfiry 
Commission, and Author of the Reports 
of that Commission puhlished under 
the title of 2*004 and its AduUeraiiotu 
(which may also be had, in 8vo. price 
iSs.) With 225 Illustrations, engraved 
on Wood. Crown 8vo. 17s. 6d. 

Col. Hawker's l49tnictiQ;ap to 

Tonng Sportsmen in all that relates to 
Guns and Shooting. 10th Edition, re- 
vised by the Author's Son,. Major P. 
W. L. Hawkxb. With Portrait.Plate8. 



and Woodcuts. 8vo.2l8. 
Hayda's Book of Dignities: 

Containing Bolls of the Official Person- 
ages of the British Empire, CivU, Ec- 
clesiastical, Judicial, Military. Naval, 
and Municipal, from the EarUest Pe- 
riods to the Present Time. TogeJbher 
with the Sovereigns of Europe;, from 
title Foundation of their respective 
States : the Peerage and I^obility of 
Great Britain, &c. 8vo. 2S|b. 

Hayward. <— BiograpHcaJ and 

Critical Essays, reprinted firom Re- 
views, with Additions and Corrections. 



By A. Haywabd, Esq., Q.C. 
8vo. ais. 



2 vols. 



The Heirs of Gkeveleigh: A 

Novel. By Gbbvaisb Absoxt. 3 vols, 
post Bvo. 318. 6d. 

Sir John Herschers Outlines of 

Astronomy. Fifth Edition, revised 
and corrected to the existing state of 
astronomical knowledge ; witii Plates 
and Woodcuts. 8vo. los. 

Sir John Herschers Essays 

ftom the Edinbttrgh and Qnarterli/ 
Seviewa, with Addresses and other 
Pieces. 8vo.l8s. 

Hinr.hliff. -^ Summer Months 

among the Alps: With the Ascent of 
Monte Rosa. ByTHos.W.HnrcHLii'F, 
Barrister-at-Law. Post 8vo. lOs. 6d. 



Hinta on Etiquette and the 

Usages of Society : With a Glance at 
Bad HaMts. New Edition, revised 
(with Additions) by a Lady of Rank. 
Fcp. 8vo. 2e. 6d. 

Holland.— Medical Notes and 

Reflections. BySirHBXBTHoLLAiO), 
M.D., P.B,S., &c., Physician in Ordi- 
nary to the Queen and Prince-Consort. 
Third Edition. 8vo.l8s. 

HoUand.-^Chapters on l^ental 

Physiology. By Sir Hbitbt Hollaitd, 
Bart.. F.R.S., Ac. Founded chiefly on 
Chapters contained in Medical Notes 
md ^OeOimt by the same Author. 
Second Edition. PQSt8vo.8s.6d.. 

Hooker.— Eew Oardens; or, a 

Popular Guide to the Royal Botanic 
Gardens of Kew. Bj Sir Willuu 
Jackson HooitBB. K.H., 4c.. Direc- 
tor. With many woodcuts. IBmo. 6d. 

Hooker's Museum of Economic 

Botany; or. Popular Guide to the 
Usefol and Remarkable Y^patable 
Products of the Museum in the Royal 
Gardens of Kew. IBmo.ls. 

Hooker and Amott's British 

Flora; comprising the Phsanogamous 
or Flowering Plants, and the Ferns. 
Seventh Edition, with Additions and 
Corrections; and numerous Figures 
mustrativeoftheUmbelliferousPIants, 
the Composite Plants, the Grasses, and 
the Ferns. 12mo. with 12 Plates. 14s. ; 
with the Plates coloured, 21b. 

Home's Introduction to the 

^iMcal Study and Knowledge of the 
Holy Scriptures. Tenth Edition, re- 
vised, corrected, and brought down to 
the present time. Edited oy the Rev. 
T. Habtwbll HoBzrB, B.D. (the 
Author); the Rev. Samuel Davidsoit. 
D.D. of the University of Halle, and 
LL.D. ; and S. Pbideaitx Tbboxllxs, 
LL.D. With 4 Maps and 22 vSnettes 
and Facshittiles. 4 vols. 8vo. £8. ISs. 6d. 

Home.-*il Compendious Intro- 
duction to the Study of the Bible. By 
the Rev. T. Habtwell Hobite, B.D. 
New Edition, with Maps, &c. 12mo. 9s. 

Hoskyns.— Talpa ; or, tlie ( hro- 

nicles of a Clay Farm : An Agi-icnl ural 
Fragment. By Chak-^os Veen 
HosKTifs,E8q. Fourth Ed Uion. With 
24 Woodcuts tram Designs by Geobge 
Cbuieshans:. 16mo. 5s. Cki. 
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How to Ifnne Biok Ohildrmi: 

Infolded atpedaUy u a Help to fbe 
Martet in the Hoepltiafor Sick ChU- 
dren; tnit oontainlng INreotloiw of 
■enrloe to all who have the charge of 
thoYoong. Fep. Sto. U. 6d. 

Eowitt (A. ][.)-^A& Art-Bta- 
dent hi Munich. By Avwjl Uixy 
HowxR. S vols, post 8vo. 14fl. 

Howitt.^The Children'f Tear. 

By Mast Howitt. With Four Ulaa- 
trations. Square Iflmo. 6e. 

Eowitt. — TaUangotta, the 

Squatter's Home : A Story of Austra- 
lian Life. By Wxllxak Howm. 
2 vols, post 8vo. 18e. 

Howitt. -* Land, Labonr, and 

Gold ; or. Two Years hi Victoria : With 
Visit to Sydney and Van Diemen's 
Land. By Williak Howitt. Second 
Edition. 2 vols, crown 8vo. 10s. 

W.Howitt'sViiits toBemarkable 

Places : Old Halls. Battle-Fields, and 
Scenes iUostratlTe of Striking Passages 
in English History and Poetnr. With 
about 80 Wood Engravings. New Edi- 
tion. 2 vols, square crown 8vo. 25s. 

William Hewitt's Boy's Conn- 
try Book : Being the Real Life of a 
Country Boy, written by himself; ex- 
hibiting all theAmusements, Pleasures, 
and Pursuits of Children in the Coun- 
try. With 40 Woodcuts. Fcp.8vo.6B. 

William Hewitt's Bnral Life of 

England. With Woodcuta by Bewick 
and Williams. Medium Svo. 21s. 

Hno. — Christianity in China, 



tacy, i 
Qsdtal 



and Vol. Ill 10s. 6d. 

Hue. ^ The Chinese Empire : 

A Sequel to Hue and Qabet's Joumep 
through Tartaryand Thibet. By the 
Abb^ uuc, formerly Missionary Apos- 
tolic in China. Second Edition; YfiXh 
Map. 2 vols. Svo. 248. 

Hudson and Kennedy's Ascent 

of Mont Blanc by a New Route and 
Without Guides. Second Edition, with 
Plate and Map. Post Svo. 5s. 6a. 



Hudson's Plain Direetions for 

MaUngWills in conformity wUh the 
Law : With a dear Exposition of the 
Law nlAiin* to the distribution of 

ate in the case of Intes- 

', two Forms of WiUs. and much 
'* Information. Fcp. 8vo. 2s. 6d. 

Eodson's Executor's Onide. 

New and improved Edition ; with the 
Statutes enacted, and the Judicial 
Decisions pronounced since the last 
Edition incorporated. Fcp. Svo. 6e. 

Humboldt's Cosmos. Translated, 
with the Author's authority, by Mrs. 
Sabxvb. Vols. I. and 11. 16mo. 
Half'SrCrown each, sewed; 8s. 6d.each, 
doth ; or in post Svo. I2s. each, doth. 
Vol. IIL poet Svo. 128. 6d. cloth : or 
inlSmo. Part L 2s. 6d. sewed, Ss.6d. 
doth tand Part II. 8s. sewed, 4s. doth. 
Vol. rV. Pabt I. post Svo. ifis. cloth ; 
lOmo. 7b. 6d. doth. 

Humboldt's Aspects of Nature. 

Translated, with the Author's autho- 
rity, by Mrs. Sabiitx. lemo. price 6e. : 
or in 2 vds. 8s. 6d. each, doth; 2s. 6d. 
eadi, sewed. 

Humphreys.— Parables of Our 

Lord, illuminated and ornamented In 
the style of the Missals of the Renais- 
sance by H. N. HcuPHBBYS. Square 
fcp. Svo. 21s. in massive carved covers ; 
or 80s. bound in morocco, by Hayday. 

Hunt,— fiesearohes on Light in 

its Chemical Relations ; embracing « 
Consideration of all the Photographic 
Processes. By Robebt Huht. F.R.S. 
Second Edition, with Phite and Wood- 
cuts. Svo. lOs. 6d. 

Hutchinson. -* Impressions of 

Western Africa : With a Report on the 
Peculiarities of Trade up the Rivers in 
the Bight of Biafra. By J. T. Hutchin- 
BOir, Esq., British Consul for the Bight 
of Blaihi and the Island of Fernando 
Po. Post Svo. 8s. 6d. 

Idle.i— Hints on Shooting, Fish- 
ing. &Cm both on Sea and Land, and 
in the Fresh-Water Lochs of Scotland: 
Being the Experiences of C. Islb, Esq. 
Fcp.BVO. 6s. 

Krs. Jameson's legends of the 

Saints and Martyrs, as represented in 
Christian Art : Forming the Fibst 
Sbbies of Sacred and Legendary Art. 
Thhrd Edition : with 17 Etchings and 
upwards of 180 Woodcuts. 2 vols, 
square crown Svo. Sis. 6d. 
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Mrs. Jameson's Legends of the 

Monastic Orden. as represented in 
Christian Art. Forming the Sbcovd 
Sbbibs of Sacred and Leffendary Art. 
Second Edition, enlarged; with 11 
Etchings by the Author and 88 Wood- 
cuts. Square crown 8yo. 28b. 

Mrs. Jameson's Legends of the 

Madonna, as represented in Cluristian 
Art : Forming the Thibd Sbbibs of 
Saered and Leffotdaru Art. Second 
Edition, corrected and enlai^ed ; with 
27 Etchbigs and 165 Wood Engrayings. 
Square crown 8yo. 28s. 

Mrs. Jameson's Commonplaoe- 

Book of Thoughts, Memories, and Fan- 
cies. Original and Selected. Second 
Edition, revised and corrected ; with 
Etchings and Woodcuts. Crown 8vo. 
price 18s. 

Mrs. Jameson's Two Lectures on 

the Employment of Women : — 

1. SiSTSRS of Chakitt. Catholic and Pro- 

testant, Abroad and at Home. 8*cond 
JSdition, with new Preface. Fcp. fno. U. 

2. The CoKHCNioN of Labour : A Second 

Lecture on the Social Employmente of 
Women. Fcp. 8ro. U. 

Jaqnemet's Compendium of 

ChronolMry : Containing the most im- 

Eortant Dates of Oeneral History, Po- 
tical. Ecclesiastical, and Literary, 
from the Creation of we World to the 
end of the Year 1854. Post 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

Jaqnemet's Chronology for 

Schools : Containing the most impor- 
tant Dates of General History, Politi- 
cal, Ecclesiastical, and Literary, from 
the Creation of the World to the end of 
the Tear 1857. Fcp. 8?o. 8s. 6d. 

Lord Jeffirey's Contributions to 

The Edinburgh Review. A New Edi- 
tion, complete in One Volume, with 
Portrait and Vignette. Square crown 
8vo. 21s. cloth; or 30s. calf.— Or in 
3 vols. 8vo. price 428. 

Bishop Jeremy Taylor's Entire 



Works: With Life by Bishop Hbbeb. 
>irected_ ' 

iHABLBt 

College, Oxford. Now complete in 10 



Revised and corrected by the Rev. 
Chablbs Pagb Edbk, Fellow of Oriel 



vols.Bvo. 10s. 6d. each. 

Kemble. — The Saxons in Eng- 
land : A History of the English Com- 
monwealth till the Conquest. By J. M. 
Kbmblb, M.A. 2 vols. 8vo. 28s. 



Keith Johnston's Dictionary of 

Geography. Descriptive, Physical, Sta- 
tistical, and Historical : Forming a com- 
plete General Gazetteer of the World. 
Second Edition, thoroughly revised. 
In 1 vol. of 1,300 pages, comprising 
about 60,000 Names of Places, 8vo. SOs. 
cloth; ox half-bound in russia, 41s. 

Kesteyen.^A Kanual of the 

Domestic Practice of Medicine. By 
W. B. Kbstbvbst, F.R.C.S.E., Ac. 
Square post 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

Kirby and Spence's Introduction 

to Entomology; or, Elements of the 
Natural History of Insects : Compris- 
ing an Account of Noxious and Useful 
Insects, of their Metamorphoses, Food, 
Stratagems, Habitations, Societies, 
Motions, Noises, Hybernation, Instinct, 
&c. Seventh Editton, with an Appen- 
dix relative to the Origin and Progress 
of the work. Crown 8vo. 5s. 

Lardner's Cabinet Cyclopedia of 

History, Biography, Literature, the 
Arts and Sciences, Natural History, 
and Manufactures. A Series of Original 
Works by Eminent Writers. Com- 

Slete in 132 vols. fcp. 8vo. with Vignette 
Itles, price £19. 19s. cloth lettered. 
The Works eeparatelp, in single 
Volumes or Sets, price 38. 6d. each 
Volume, cloth lettered. 

Hrs. B. Lee's Elements of Ktu 

; or. Fi 

: Comprising 
intersp 



tural History ; or. First Principles of 
Zoolc«y : Comprising the Prinaples ot 
Classification, interspersed with amus- 



ing and instructive Accounts of the 
most remarkable Animals. New Edi- 
tion : Woodcuts. Fcp. 8vo. 7b. 6d. 

The Letters of a Betrothed. 

Fcp. 8vo. price 5s. doth. 

Letters to my Unknown Friends. 

By a Lady, Author of Lettere on Hap- 
pineet. Fourth Edition, Fcp. 8vo.5s. 

Letters on Happiness, addressed 

to a Friend. By the Author of Letters 
to my Unknown Frienda. Fcp. 8vo. 66. 

L.E.L.^The Poetical Works of 

Letitia Elizabeth Landon ; comprising 
the Improvisatricet the Venetian Brace- 
let, the Oolden Violet, the Troubadour, 
and Poetical Remains. 2 vols. 16mo. 
lOs. cloth ; morocco, 21s. 
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Dr. Jolm Lindley*! Thsory aiiA 

Praotioe of Horttcnltore ; or, aa At- 
tempt to expl^n the prindiNU Opera- 
tione of Garaenins npon Pbysiok^cal 
Oroonds: Bein^ the Second JSditioxi of 
the Theorp of Hortioultur$, much en- 
larged : with 96 Woodcvto. 8vo. 21p. 

Dr. John Lindley's Introduction 
to Botany. Neir Edttion, with Qorreo> 
tione and copious Additions. 2 vols, 
aro. with Plates and Woodcuts, Me. 

linwood. — Anihologia Oxoni- 

ensLs, sive Florilegium e Lusibus poet- 
icLs dlvereornm Oxonimsiam OnbcU 
et Latinis deoerptum. Curante Ouii- 
XLMO Lunroos. M.A. 8vo.l4e. 

Lorimer^ Letten to a Tonag 

Master Mariner on some SaUecte con- 
neoted with Us Calling. Fcp. Sro. 
price 5e. 6d. 

London's Eaoyelopndia of Ghur- 

dening: C!ompriBin(( the Theory and 
Practice of Horticulture, Floriciutnr«i, 
Aboriculture, and Landscape-Oarden- 
ing. With 1,000 Woodcuts. 8vo.50b. 

London's Sncjclopsdia of Trees 

and Shrubs, or Aboretum et Fructiee- 
tumBritannieumaiiTidged: Containing 
the Hardy Trees and Shrubs of Great 
Britain, Native and Foreign, Scienti- 
fically and Popularly De8crib«d. With 
about 2.000 Woodouto. Svo.SOs. 

London's Enojolopssdia of Agri- 
culture: Comprising the Theoiy and 
Praotioe of the Valuation. Transfer. 
Laying -out. Improvement, and Ma- 
nagement of Landed Property, and of 
the CiUtivation and Economy of the 
Animal and Vegetable Productions of 
Agriculture. With 1,100 Woodcuts. 
8vo. Sis. 6d. 

Loudon's Enoyclopsedia ofHants : 

Comprising the Specific Character, 
Description, Culture, History, Applica- 
tion in the Arts, and every other de- 
sirable Particular respectmg all the 
Plants found in Great Britain. With 
upwards of 12,000 Woodcuts. 8vo. 
price £3. 13s. 6d. 

Loudon's EncyclopadcUa of Cot- 
tage, Farm, and Villa Architecture and 
Furniture. New Edition, edited .by 
Mrs. LouDON'; with more than 2,000 
Woodcuts. 8vo.aSs. 

London's Hortos Biitannicns ; 

or. Catalogue of all the Plants found in 
Great Britain. New Edition, corrected 
by Mrs. Louooir. 8vo. Sis. 6d. 



Country 
SdiUoa. 



Iffs. London's Lady's Genatry 

' n: or. How to Bnioy a 
Lifls Rationally. Fonxth 
Fq[>.Svo.5s. 

Xrs. Loudon's Amateur Gar- 
dener's Calendar, or MonthW Guide to 
what should be avoided ana done in a 
Garden. Second Edition, revised. 
Crown 8T/0. with Woodcuts, 7s. 6d. 

Low's Blemeats of Praotieal 

Agriculture : comprehending the Cnl- ' 
tiyation of Plants, the Husbandry of 
the Domestic Anmials, and the Eco- 
nomy of the Farm. New Edition; 
withttO Woodcuta. Svo.Sla. 

Maoanlay. — Speeches of the 

Bi|^t Hon. Lord Mjlcauijly. Corrected 
byHiMssLP. 8vo. 128. 

XasMilay. -« The History of 

England firom the Aceeesioa of James , 
II. By the Right Hon. Lord Ma- I 
CAVULY. New Edition. Vols. I. and 
II. 8vo, Sas. J Vols. lU. and IV. 86e. 

Lord Xacanlay's History of Eng- 
land from the Acoession of James II. 
New Edition of the first Four Volumes 
of tlie Octavo Edition, revised and 
corrected. 7 vols, poet 8vo.a6. each. 

Lord Xaoanlay's Critical and 

Historical Essays contributed to The 
Edinbiirgh Review. Four Editions :— 



1. A LiaaiaT Bditiow (the Sighth), in 
S ToU. 8to. price 36s. 

3. Complete in Oni VoLUxa, -with Por- 
trait and Vignette. Square crown 
6vo. price 21s. cloth ; or SOs. calC 

3. Another Nbw BDmoH, in 3 vols. fcp. 

8vo. price 21s. cloth. 

4. The Pjtort.E'8 EpiTioM. in 2 toIb. 

crown 8ro. price 8s. dotn. 

Macanlay. — Lays of Ancient 

Home, with /ory and the jirmoda. By 
the Right Hon. Lord Macaulat. 
New Edition. 16mo. price 4s. 6d. doth; 
or lOs. 6d. bound in morocco. 

LordXacanlay's Lays of Ancient 

Rome. With numerous Hluatrations, 
Orifidnal and from the Aiitiaue, drawn 
on Wood by George Scharf, jun. Fcp. 
4to. 2l8. boards: or 42s. bound in 
morocco. 

Mac Donald.— Poems. By George 

Mac Dokald, Author of Witkin and 
Without. Fcp.8vo.7s. 
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Kae Bonald. -^Wiiiiin and 

Without: A Dramatic Poem. By 
GBOBGBMi.cDo2rAJ.D. Fcp. 8vo. 4s. 6d. 

Mm Bengali. -« Th» Thdorj of 

War illiutratodtarnumeroui Examples 
fromHistoiy. Ify Lieat«ian1>€oloiiel 
114.C DouGAU., CkNumandant of the 
Staff CoUege. Second BdiUon^reviMd. 
Poet 8vo. with Plans, lOs. 6d. 

M9C DongsU. -^ The Cvnpiugjw 

of Hannibal, arranged and mticaUy 
ooosidered, expressly for the use of Stu- 
dents of MiUkan^ Histoxy. By Lieat.- 
Col. P. L. Mac Douga^l, (kwpniandant 
of the Staff CoUege. Poet 8vo. 7s. «d. 

M'Dongall. — The Eventfal 

Yoyzg»ofH.M.Di0Oooerv8MpIkiKibait» 
U the Aretie Reffiom in tear eh <^ Sir 
John Franklin and the Mismnff Crenon 
of H.M. Diaeonery Shipt Erebus and 
Terror. 1862, 1853, 1854. By Gbobox F. 
M'DovGALi., Master. With a coloured 
Charj^ Ulnetrat&ons in Lithography, 
and Woodcuts. 8vo.81s. 

Sir James liMlantodi's IGftoeL 

laneous Works : Including his Contri- 
butions to The Edinburgh Review. 
Complete in One Volume ; with Por- 
trait and Vignette. Square crown 8to. 
2l8. cloth ; or SOs. bound in calf: or in 
Svols.fcp.8TO.2l8. 

Sir James Macldntosli's Histary 

of England from the Earliest Times to 
the final Establishment of the Reform- 
ation. 2 vols. 8vo. 21s. 

]iaoleod.*The Elemeats of Po- 
litical Economy. By Hbsbt DuinriyG 
HACLXOP,Barri8ter-at>taw« 8vo. 16s. 

Kacleod. -•* The Theory and 

Practice of Banking: With the Ele- 
mentary PrinciplesoTCurr^cy, Prices, 
Credit, and Exchanges. By Hbitby 
DumriKG Maclbod. Barrister^t-Law. 
2 vols, royal 8vo. 90s. 

H^Calloch's Dietlonary, Frao- 

tical. Theoretical, and Historical, of 
Commerce, and Commercial Navi- 
gation. Illustrated with Mans and 
Hans. New Edition, corrected ; with 
Supplement. 8vo. 50s. doth; half- 
russia, 55s. 

K'Cnlloch's Dictionary, Geo- 
graphical, statistical, and Historical, 
of the various Countries, Places, and 
principal Natural Otijects in the World. 
Illustratedwith Six large Maps. New 
Edition, revised. 2 vols. Svo. 633. 



lEftffiuce. — Some; its Snler 

audit8lnstitDti<ms. l^JoHJcrFsAirciB 
Maouibb, M.P. With a Portiait of 
Pope Pius n. Poet Svo. 10s. 6d. 

ICni, Vftroet's Conversations pn 

Ni^toral Philosophy, in which theEle- 
mentaof that Soence are familiarly ex- 
plained. Thirteenth Edition, enUffged 
and corrected: with S4 Plates. Fcp. 
Svo. price lOs. 6d. 

Krt, Varoet^s Conversatioiui on 

Chemisby, in which the Elements of 
that Science an fiuniliarly explained 
and iUustratedHjy Experiments. New 
Edition, improved. 2 vols. top. Svo. 14s. 

Kartinean. — Studies of Chris- 
liani^: K Series of Original Papers, 
now mrst collected, w New. By Jaubs 
MABjciJir^AU. Crown Svo. 7s. 6d. 

Mactineftn. -^Xndeavonrs after 

the Christian Life: Discourses. By 
Jambs Mabicikbau. 2 vols, post Svo. 
price 7s. 6d. each. 

Martinean. — Hynins for the 

Christian Ghuroh and Home. Col- 
leoted and editedby JambbMabtikxav. 
Eleventh Edttixm, 12mo. Ss. 6d. cloth, i 
or 5s. calf : FifthEdition, SSmo. Is. id. 1 
doth, or Is. 8d. roan. 

Martinean.— JCseellaniee; Ck)m- 

prising Essays chiefly religious and t 
controversial. ^ Jambs Mabtivxau. i 
Crown Svo. 9b. 

Xanndei^s Sdentiilo and Lite- | 

rary Treasury : A new and popular ; 
Encyclopedia of Science and the Belles- 

Lettres; including all Branches of I 

Science, and every subject connected i 

with Literature and Art. Fcp.Svo.lOs. , 

ICannder's Biographical Trea- 
sury; oonsistingot Memoirs, Sketches, 
and brief Notices of above 12.000 Emi- 
nent Persons of All Ages and Nations, 
from the Earliest Period of History : 
Forming a complete Dictionary of Uni- 
versal Biography. Fcp. Svo. 10s. 

Hannder^s Treasnry of Know- 
ledge, and Library of Reference ; com- 
prising an English Diction^ and 
Grammar, a Universal Gazetteer^ a 
Classical Dictionary, a Chronoloay, a 
Law Dictionary, a Synopsis of the 
Peerage, numerous useftil Tables, &c. 
Fcp. Svo. lOs, 
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]Caiinder*t TrMfnry of Katnral 

History; or. s Popular DiotUmary of 
AnimatMl Nature: In which the 
Zoological Characterlatln that dii- 
tinffouh the dUbrent ClaiMi. Genera, 
and 8pede«, are oomMned with a 
variety of Intereetlnc InformaUon illna- 
tratlve of the Haute, Inatlncte. and 
General Eoonomyof the Animal Klng^ 
dom. WithOOOWoodcata. Fcp.lOs. 

ICaonder'B Historical Treainry ; 

oomprlains a General Introductory 
Outuue of Unlvenal Hiitory, Ancient 
and Modem, and a Series of Separate 
Hietories of every principal Nation 
that exieta; their Klie. Progress and 
Preient Condition, the Moral and Social 
Character of theur respective Inhabi- 
tante, their Religion, Manners, and 
Customs, Ac. Fcp.8vo. 10s. 

ICaonder*! Treasury of Oeogra- 

phy. Physical, Historical, Descriptive, 
and Poluioal ; containing a suodnot Ac- 
count of Every Country in the World : 
I Preceded by an Introduct(Nry Outline 
of the History of Ge(»raphy ; a Fami- 
j liar Inquiry into the Varieties of Race 
I and Language exhibited by different 
' Nations ; and a View of the Relations 
of Geography to Astronomy and the 
Physical Sciences. Completed by 
WiLLIAH HUOHBB, P.R.G.8. With? 
Maps and 16 Steel Plates. Fcp. 8vo. lOs. 

Merivale. — A History of the 

Romans under the Empire. By the 

Rev. Chaklsb Mxbivalx, B.D., late 

Fellowof St. John's College, Cambridge. 

8vo. with Maps. 

YoLS. I and II. comprising the Hiitory to 
the Fall of Julitu Ctttar. Second Edition. 26s. 

Vol. III. to the EeUblUhment of the Mon- 
archy hy Auguttut. Second Edition 14*. 

Vol,-. IV. and V. from AuguftMUi CXaudiut, 
B.C. 27 to A..D. 6i 32a. 

Vol. VI. from the Reign of Nero, a.d. 61, to 
the Fall of J erusalem. a.d. 70 I6a. 

Herivale. — The Fall of the 

Roman Republic : A Short Historv of 
Last Century of the Commonwealth. 
By the Rev. C. Mbbivai.b, B. D., late 
Fellow of St. John's College. Cambridge. 
New Edition. 12mo.78.6d. 

Herivale (Miss).— Christian 

Records : A Short History of Apoetolic 
Age. By L. A Msbivalz. Fcp. 8vo. 
price 7s. 6d. 

Miles.— The Horse's Foot and 

How to Keep it Sound. Su/MhEdiUon; 
with an Appendix on Shoeingin general, 
and Hunters in particular. 12 Plates 
and 12 Woodcuts. By W. Milbs, Esq. 
Imperial 8vo. 12b. Cd. 



Ifiles 8 Plain Treatise on Horse- 
shoeing. With Plates and Woodcuts, 
d BditUm. ~ 



Seoondl 



Post 8vo. 2s. 



Milner's History of the Church 

of Christ. With Additions by the late 
Rev. ISAi.0 MiLirxB, D.D., F.R.S. A 
New Edition, revised, with additional 
Notes by the Rev. T. GkavtiulM, B.D. 
4 vols. 8vo. 68s. 

I 

Jaines Montgomery's Poetical i 

Works: Collective Edition; with the 

Author's Autobiographical Prefaces, i 

complete in One Voiimie ; w ith Portrait \ 

and Vignette. Square crown 8vo. ; 

10s. 6d. doth ; morocco, 21s.— Or, in 4 I 
vols. fcp. 8vo. with Plates, 14s. 

I 

Moore.— The Power of the Soul I 

over tiie Body, considered in relation 
to Health and Morals. By Gbobob r 
MooBB,M.D. Fcp.8vo.6s. , 

Moorc^-Man and his Motives. , 

By GxoBaB Moobb, M.D. Fcp. 8va. 6s. 

Moore.— The XTse of the Body in \ 
relation to the Mind. By O. Moobb, 
M.D. Fcp.8vo.6s. 

Moore.— Memoirs, Journal, and i 

Correspondence of Thomas Moore. ' 
Edited by the Right Hon. Lobd Jomr ! 
RuBSXLL, M.P. With Portraits and i 
Vignettes. 8 vols, post 8vo. £4. 4s. < 

I 

Thomas Moore*s Poetical Works: j 

Comprising the Author's Recent Intro- 
ductions and Notes. The Traveller's 
J7d<Mon, crown 8vo. with Portrait, 
12s. 6d. cloth ; morocco by Hayday , 2Is. | 
—Also the lAbrary Bditton^ with Por- 
trait and Vignette, medium 8vo. 2l8. 
cloth : morocco by Haydsy, 42b.— And 
the Fint eoUeeted BdiHon. in 10 vols. 
fcp.8vo. withPortrait and 19 Plates, 358. 

Moore. — Poetry and Plotnres 

firom Thomas Moore : Being Selections 
of the most popular and admired of 
Moore's Poems, copiously illustrated 
with highly-finished wood Engravings 
from orvsinal Designs by eminent 
Artists. Fcp. 4to. price 2l8. cloth ; 
or 42s. bound m morocco by Hayday. 

Moore's Songs, Ballads, and 

Sacred Songs. New Edition, printed 
in Ruby Type ; witii the Notes, and a 
Vignette from a Design by T. Creswick, 
R.A. S2rao. 2s. 6d. — An Edition in 
16mo. with Vignette by R. Doyle, Ss. ; 
or 12s. 6d.lnorocco by Hayday. 
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Moore 8 Sacred Songs, the Sym- 
phonies and Aoconraaniments, arranged 
for One or more voioes, printed with 
the Words. Imperial 8vo. 

[Nearly ready, 

Moore's Lalla Eookh: An Ori- 
ental Romance. With IS highly- 
finished Steel Plates from Original 
Ilesigns bjr Corhould, Meadows, and 
Stephanofr, engraved under the super- 
intendence of the late Charles Heath. 
New Edition. Square crown 8vo. 15s. 
doth ; morooco, &e. 

Moore's Lalla Booklu New 

Edition, printed in Ruby Type ; with 
the Preface and Notes from tne oolleo* 
tive edition ot Moore* 9 Poetical Worke, 
and a Frontispiece from a Design by 
Kenny Meadows. 8Smo. 2s. 6a.— An 
Edition in 16mo. with Vignette, 5s. ; or 
12s. 6d. morocco by Hayday. 

Mooreli Lalla Bookh. A New 

Edition, with numerous Illustrations 
from original Designs by John Tbn- 
wiBL, engraved on wood by the Bro- 
thers DijjziEL. Fcp. 4to. 

lln preparation. 

Moore's Irish Melodies. A New 

Edition, with 18 hishly-finished Steel 
Plates, from Original Designs by emi- 
nent Artists. Square crown 8vo. 21s. 
doth ; or 31s. 6d. bound in morocco. 

Moore's Irish Melodies, printed 

in Ruby Type ; with the Preface and 
Notes from the collective edition of 
Moore's Poetical Work*, the Adver- 
tisements originally prenxed, and a 
Portrait of the Author. S2mo. 2s. 6d. 
An Edition in 16mo. with Yignette^ 5s. ; 
or 12s. 6d. morocco by Hayday. 

Moore's Irish Melodies. Illns- 

trated by D. Madise. R.A. New Edi- 
tion ; with 161 Designs, and the whole 
of the Letterpress engraved on Steel, 
by F. P. Becker. Super-royal 8vo. 
31s. 6d. boards ; or £2. 12s. 6d. morocco. 



Moore's Irish Melodies, the 

Music, namely, the Symphonies and 
Aooompaniments by Sir JoHir SxBvuir- 
soir and Sir Hbitbt Bishop, printed 
with the Words. Imperial 8vo. Sis. 6d. 
cloth ; or 42s. half-bound in morooco. 

The Harmonised Airs from 

Moore's Irish Melodies, as originally 

arranged for Two, Three, or Four 

I Voices, printed with the Words. Imp. 

8vo. 15e. doth ; or 258. half-bound m 



Moore's National Melodies, with 

Music. National Airs and other Songs, 
now first collected. By Thoicas 
MooKB. The Music, for Voice and 
Pianoforte, printed with the Words. 
Imp. 8vo. 81s. 6d. cloth; or 428. half- 
bound in morocco. 

Moore's Epicurean. New 

Edition, with the Notes from the Col- 
lective Edition of Moore'e Poetical 
Work* I and a Vignette engraved on 
Wood from an original Design by D. 
Maclisb, R.A. 16mo. 5s. cloth; or 
12s. 6d. morocco by Hayday. 

Morell. — Elements of Psycho- 
logy : Pabt I., containing the Analysis 
or the Intellectual Powers. By J. D. 
MoBBLL. M.A., One of Her Miuesty^s 
Inspectors of Schools. Post 8vo. 7s. 6d. 

Morning Clouds. Second and 

cheaper Edition, revised throughout, 
and printed in a jmore convenient form. 
Fcp. 8vo, 58. 

Morton.— The Besoorces of Es- 
tates : A Treatise on the Agricultural 
Improvement and General Manage- 
ment of Landed Property. By JoHxr 
LoCKHABT MoBTOir, Civil and Agri- 
cultural Engineer ; Author of Thirteen 
Highland and Agricultural Prize Es- 
says. With 25 Lithographic Illustra- 
tions. Royal 8vo. Sis. 6d. 

Moseley's Mechanical Principles 

of Engineering and Architecture. Se- 
cond Edition, enlarged; with numerous 
Woodcuts. 8vo. 248. 

Memoirs and Letters of the late 

Colonel Abmikb Mouktaiit. Aide- 
de-Caanp to the Queen, and A4iutant- 
Oeneral of Her Majesty's Forces in 
India. Edited by Mrs. MouBTATir. 
Second Edition, Portrait. Fcp. 8vo. 66. 

More.— A Critical History of the 

Language and Literature of Ancient 
Greece. By Williah Mubb, of 
Caldwell. Vols. I. to III. 8vo. nrice 
a6s.; Vol. IV. 15s.; and Vol. V. 18s. 

Morray'i EnoyelopaBdia of Geo- 
graphy, oompiisuiga complete Descrip- 
Uon of Ihe Eail^rExhibiting its Rela- 
tion to the Heavenly Bodies, its Phy- 
sical Structure, the Natural Histoty of 
each Country, and the Industry. Com- 
merce, Politioal Institutions, and Civil, 
and Social State of All Nations. Second 
Edition ; with 82 Maps, and upwards of 
1,000 other Woodcuts. 8vo.608. 
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Miinra^WM-lirMiok Haaxice axi4 

Iteancisni under Loute ilM Filleentti. 
By Jahbs Mi7BaA.T. 8vo. 10*. 6d. 

VMa— The Clofliig Some; or, 

ChristUnity and IpAdeli^ ooatnhfted 
in the Last Hoars of Remarkable Per- 
sons. By the Rev. ttMBKiXM NxAiai|» 
MJL £ Tola. fbp^SvOk 6b. each. 

Ifmrniuaiby (Harqiiii of>.-»A 

Year of Berolmtton. Fiooa a Jomrnal 
kept in Psjris Inthe Tear 1MB. By the 

MaBOUIS OV NOBMAHBY, K.G, Svols. 
8yor24s. 

OgUYM.-«Th«t ]Iaiter.BiilldMr% 

Plan: or, the PrinoiidM of Qnwnic 
Ar^tecture as indicated in the Typi- 
cal Fomu of Anjouls. By Gsob«b 
Ockii4TXB,M.D. Poet 8vo.witb7i Wood- 
cuts, price 6s. 6d. 

Oldacre. —The Last of the Old 

Squires. A Sketch. By Cbpbig 
Oldacbb, Esq., of Sax-Norn^nbory. 
Crown 8vo. 98. 6d. 

Osborn. — Qnedah; or, Stray 

Leaves from a Journal in Malayan 
Wfi^rs. By Captain SHBBABBOsBOAir. 
B.N.. C.B. With a coloured Chart and 
tinted lUustra^ons. Poet Svo. Ipa. C^d. 

OiboriL^-The IKieovory of the 

North-West Passage by H.M.S. Imea- 
Uffotor, Captain R. M'Clukb, 1850-1854. 
Edited by Captain SHBBiJU> Osbobn, 
C.B. Second Edition, revised; with 
Portrait, Chart, and lUustrations. Svo. 
. price ISs. 

Professor Owen's Lectures on 

tiie Comparative Anatomy and Physio- 
logy of the Invertebrate Animals, de- 
livered at the Royal College of Surgeons. 
Seoo&d Edition, with 2S5 Wobdcuts. 
Svo. 21s. 

Professor Owen's Lectures on 
the Comparative Anatomy and Phy- 
slology of the Vertebrate Animals, de- 
livered at the Royal College of Surgeons 
in 18M and 1816. Vol. I. Svo. 14s. 

Memoirs of Admiral Parry, tile 
Arctic Navigator. By his Son, the Rev. 
E. Pabbt, M.A., Domestic Ch«>lain to 
the Bishop of London. Fourth Edition : 
with a Portrait and coloured Chart of 
the NorthrWest Passage. Fcp. 8vo. te. 

Patti0on.^l%e Bartii and the 

Word : or; Qeology for BlUe Students. 
By S. R. Pattisok, F.G.S. Fcp. Svo. 
with coloured Map, 3s. 6d. 



Dr. Pewira^s Elements of ICate- 

Titk Hedtea and Therapeutics. Third 
. BdiUhn. eBlaraed and un»roved firom 
th9 Author's Materials by A. S. Tat- 
x.OB» M.I)., and G. O. Rbbs, M.D. 
Vol L Svo. SBs. : VoL H. Part 1. 2l8. ; 
YoLU.PaztZLMs. 

9!r. l^eraMs Lectnres en Piolar- 



ised Liffht, together viO^ a L^akfoe on 
the Microscope. 2d Edition, eniwsed 
firoA the Author's MateriaSs hy Rev. 
B. PowBLL, M.A. FcfuSiMu Woodcuts, 
price 7s. 

Pevry^ivvTlie Fraidcs* fxovt, tilieir 



I 



Peschers Semente 9i Physics. 

Translated from the German, vnth 
Notes, by B. Ws8X. With IHacwns 
and Woodcuts. 3 vols. £q>. Svo., las. 

Phillips's Slementary Introduc- 
tion to Mineralogy. A New Edition, 

with extensive Alterations and Addi- , 

tians-by H. J. Bboqkb, P.R.S-, P.G.S.} I 

and^.H.MiLiiBK,MX,P.G.S. With ] 

nun^erous Woodcuts. Post Svo. ISs. , 

PhilliiMi.««iAi 0uide to Geology, j 

By JoHX Phtllips, M.A., F.R.S., , 
F.G.S.,^. Fourth Edition, corrected; ' 
with 4 Plates. Fcp. Svo. 5s. 

I 

PhiUips.-«^gures and Deeerip- ! 

tions of the Paleozoic Fossils of Corn- 
wall, Devon* and West Somerset: ob- ' 
served in the course of the Ordnance • 
Geological Survey of that District. By i 
Jowr Phillips, F.R.S., F.G.S.. &c. 
Svo. with 6D Phites, 9s. . 

Plesse*s Art of Perfcunory, and ' 

Methods of Obtaining th^ Odours of | 
Plants : with Instructions for the Ma- , 
nufacture of PeifUmes for the Hand- i 
kerchief. Scented Powders. Odorous ; 
Vinegars, Dentifrices, Pomatums, Cos- 
ra^tlques. Perfumed Soap, &c.: and an 
Appendix on the Colours of Plowors, , 
Artlicial Fruit Essences, &c Second 
Edition; Woodcuts. Crown Svo. 8s. 6d. 

Gf^tain FortlooVs Beport on the 

Geolocn^ of the County of Londondsrrv, 
ai]4 ofParta of Tyrone and Fermana^^h, 
examined and described under the Au- ] 
thority of the Master-General and Board . 
ofOrchiance. 8vo. with 48 Platea, 24s. ] 
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Fawtll.i«-^gsm on the Spirit of 

the I»d9etivo Philosophy, the Unity 
of Woms, and the Philosophy of Crea* 
tioo. By the Bev. Babbit Powsll, 
li^A^Ssc. Crown8vo.Woodcuto^l2«.dd. 

FowelL— Christianity without 

Judaism: A Second Series of Eqaays 
on th^ Unity of .Worlds and of Hatoxe. 
I^ the Rev. Babbv Po^cbll, M^A., 4ec. 
Crown 8vo. 78. 6d. 

Pyoroft — The Collegian's Oiadd ; 

or» BecoUections of CoQege Da^i : Set- 
tine forth the Advantages and Texnp- 
tations of a University Education. By 
the Bev. J. Pycsoft, B.A. Second 
Bi^km. Fcp. 8vo. 6s. 

Pyoroft's Coorge of BngiUsh 

BeadinK; or. How and What to Bead : 
Adaptea to every twte and cfip««ity. 
With Uterary Anecdotes. Fqp. 8vo. os. 

Fjanoft'B c;riok«t-?iold ; or, tbe 

Scimoe and History of the Game of 
Cricket. Second Edition; Plates and 
Woodcuts. Pep. 8vo. 6», 

(inatrelftges (A. De).i^Bamblei 

of a Naturalist on the Coasts of France, 
Spain, and Sicily. By A.DBQuATBJi- 
TAeES, Memb. Inst. Translated by 
S. G. Ottb'. 2volB.pMt8vo.15s. 

Baik98 (C.>^9otes on the Be- 

volt in the North-Westem Provinces 
of India. By Chabias BJlIXBS^ Jadae 
of the Sadder Court, and late Civil 
Commissioner with Sir Colin Camp- 
beU. 8ve.7s.6d. 

Baikes (T.)— Portion of the lonr- 

nal kept by Thoicas Raxjebs, Esq., 
firom 1831 to 1847 : Comprisinff Bemi- 
niscenoes of Soeial and PoMcal Life 
in London and Paris duriniir that pe- 
riod. 2 vols, crown 8vo. price 12s. 

Barey.-<-A Complete Treatise on 

the Science of Handling, Bducatine, 
and TamiuK all Horses; with a roll 
and detailed Narrative of his Expe- 
rience and Practice. By JoKir S. 
Bi-BBT, of Ohio, U.S. In 1 vol. with 
numerous Illustrations. {Jutt ready. 

Dr. Beeoe's HecUoal Guide : Com- 
prising; a complete Modem Dispensa- 
tory, and a Practical Treatise on the 
distmguishing Symptoms, Causes, Pre- 
vention, Cure, ana Palliation of the 
Diseases incident to the Human Frame. 
Seventeenth Edition, corrected and en- 
larged by Dr. H. Bbbcb. 8V0.128. 



B«ad6.«-snLe Postioal Works of 

John Edmund Beade. New Edition, 
revised and corrected ; with Additional 
Poems, i vols. fcp. 8vo. 20s, 

B«esb«»?er99nal Narrative of 

the Siege of Lucknow, A'om its com- 
mencement to its Belief by Sir Colin 
Campbell. By L. E. Bbbs, one of the 
surviving Deflenders. Third Edition. 
Post 8vo. price 9b. 6d. 

I^di's Slustratfid Companion to 

the Latin Dictionary and Greek L^- I 

con; Forming a Glossary of all the , 

Words representing Yislble Ottjeots i 

connected with the Arts. Manufactures, ' 

and Every-*Day Life of the Ancients, j 
With about 2,000 Woodcuts from the 

Antique. Poet8vo.21e. : 

Bi^harcUon.'^«0?oarteen Years' 

£xnerieaioe of Cold Water: Its Uses 
and Abuses. By Captain M.'Bzchabj>- 
80K. Post 8vo. Woodcuts, 6s. 

Hors^nanship ; or, the Art of 

Biding and Managing a Horse, adapted 
to the Guidance of Ladies and Gentle- 
men on the Boad and in the Field: 
Withlnstructionsfor Breaking-in Colts 
and Young Horses. By Captain BiCH- 
ABDSOir.lataof the 4th Light Dragoons. 
With 5 Plates. Square crown 8vo. 14s. 

Honsehold Prayers for Four 

Weeks: With additional Pn^ers for 
Special Occasions. To which is added 
a Course of Scripture Beading for Every 
Day in the Year. By the Bev. J. £. 
BiDDLB, M.A. Crown 8vo. 3s. 6d. 

Bid^e's Complete Latin-English 



B and Schools. New Bdi- 
tiotit revised and corrected. 8vo. 21s. 



jrUAUO vU hUJO iDLCIULUiKt 

QuaU^ and right Accentuation or 
Latin Classical Woi 



and English-Latin Dictionary, for the 
use of Colleges I '-• • 
sedai 

Biddle's Diamond Latin-English 

Dictionary. A Guide to the Meaning. 
'^ '" ' ight Accentuation of 

Yords. BoyaI32mo.4B. 

Biddle^s Copious and Critical 

Latin-English Lexicon, founded on the 
Oerman-Latin Dictionaries of Dr. Wil- 
liam Freund. Post 4to. Sis. 6d. 

BiTers^s BoBe-Amateiir*s Guide; 

containing ample Descriptions of all 
the fine leading variety of Boses jregu- 
larly classed in their respective Fami- 
lies ; their History and Mode of Culture. 
Sixth Edition. Fcp. 8vo. 3s. 6d. 
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Ihr. E. Bobixuon*8 Greek and 

English Lexicon to the Greek Testa- 
ment. A New Edition, revised and in 
great part re-written. 8vo. ISs. 

Kr. Henry Bogen'i Esiajs se- 
lected fh>m Contrilmtious to the Bdith 
burgh Reoieuf, Second Edition, with 
Additions. S vols. fcp. Svo. Sis. 

Br. Eoget'8 Thesaoms of Eng- 
lish Words and Phrases classified and 
arranged so as to fiscilitate the Expres- 



sion of Ideas and assist in Literary 
Composition. Fifth Edition, revised 
and improved. Crown 8vo.108.6d. 

Bonald8*8 Flj-Fisher's Entomo- 
logy: With coloured Representation 
or the Natural and Artificial Insects, 
and a few Observations and Instrao* 
tions on Trout and Orayling Fishing. 
Fifth EdUion; with 20 new-oolonred 
Plates. 8V0.14S. 

Bowton'8 Debater : A Series of 

complete Debates, Outlines of Debates, 
and Qiiestions for Discussion; with 
ample Keferences to the best Sources of 
Information. Fcp. Svo. 6s. 

Dr. C. W. BnsBeirs Life of Cardi- 

nal Mezzofanti : With an Introductory 
Memoir of eminent Linguists, Ancient 
and Modem. With Portrait and Fac- 
similes. 8vo. 12s. 

The Saints our Example. Bj 

the Author of Letters to my Unknown 
Friends, &c. Fcp. Svo. 7s. 

Scherser.— TraTels in the Free 

states of Central America: Nicaragua, 
Honduras, and San Salvador. By Dr. 
Cabl Schxrzbs. 2 vols, post Svo. 16s. 

BchimmelPenninck (Mrs.) — 

Life of Mary Anne SchimmelPenninck, 
Author of Select Memoirs of Port 
RoycU. aud other Works. Edited by 
her relation, Chbistiawa C. HAinuir. 
2 vols, post Svo. with Portrait, 16b. 

Dr. L. Schmitz's History of 
Greece, firom the Earliest Times to the 
Taking of Corinth by the Romans, B.C. 
14& mainly based upon Bishop Thirl- 
wall's History. F^ Edition, with 
Nine new Supplementary Chapters on 
the Civilisation, Religion, Literature, 
and Arts of the Ancient Greeks, con- 
tributed by C. H. WATSOir, M. A. Trin. 
Coll. Camb. ; also a Map of Athens and 
187 Woodcuts designed by G. Scharf, 
jun.,F.S.A. 12mo.78.6d. 



Scoffem (Dr.)— JProjectiie Wea- 
pons of War aud Explosive Compounds. 
By J. ScovFBBir, M.6. Lond., late 
Professor of Chemistry in the Alders- 
gate College of Medicine. Third Edi- 
tion, Post Svo. Woodcuts, 8s. 6d. 

Sorivenor^s History of the Iron 

Trade, firom the Earliest Records to the 
Present Period. Svo. 10s. 6d. 

Sir Edward Beaward's Narnitive 

of his Shipwreck, and consequent Dis- 
covery of certain Islands in the Carib- 
bean Sea. 2 vols, post Svo. 2l8. 

The Sermon in the Konnt. 

Printed by C. Whittingham, uniformly 
with the Thumb Bible. 6tmo. Is. 6d. 

Sewell (Hiss).— New Edition of 

the Tales and Stories of the Author of 
Amy Herbert, in 9 vols, crown Svo. I 
price £1. 10s. cloth ; or each work com- 

Elete in one volume, separately as fol- 
)ws :— 

AMY HERBERT. 2s. 6d. 

QERTRUDE 28. 6d. 

The EARL*S DAUGHTER . . 2s. 6d. 
The EXPERIENCE of LIFE. . 28. 6d. 

CLEVE HALL Ss. 6d. 

IVORS, or the Two Ck)Ui}iNS Ss. 6d. 
KATHARINE ASHTON ....Ss. 6d. 
MARGARET PERCIVAL ..58. Od. 
LANETON PARSONAGE ..48. 6d. 
By the same Author, New BdUione, 

Ursula : A Tale of English 

Country Life. 2 vols. fcp. Svo. 12s. 

Readings for every Day in Lent : 

Compiled firom the Writings of Bishop 
Jbbbicy Tayxob. Fcp. Svo. 5s. 

Readings for a Month prepara- 
tory to Confirmation: Compiled from 
the Works of Writers of the Early and 
of the English Church. Pep. Svo. 4s. 



Bowdler's Family Shakspeare : 

In which nothing is added to the Ori- 
ginal Text ; but those words and ex- 
pressions are omitted which cannot 
with propriety be rtraid aloud. Illus- 
trated with % Woodcut Vignettes. 
The Library EdUion, in One Volume, 
medium Svo. price 21s. ; a Pocket Edi- 
tion, in 6 vols. fcp.Svo. price 58. each. 
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Sharp's New Britiih Oasetteer, 

or Topographical Dictionary of the 
British Islands and narrow Seas : Com- 

8 rising concise Descriptions of about 
),000 Places, Seats, Nataral Features, 
and Olnects of Note, founded on the 
best authorities. 2 vols. 8vo. £2. 16s. 

Short Whiflt ; its Siie, Progress, 

and Laws : With Observations to make 
any one a Whist-Player. Containing 
also the Laws of Piquet, Cassiuo, 
£cart<, Cribbage. Backgammon. £^ 
M^lor A. New Edition ; with Precepts 
for Tyros, by Mrs. B. Fcp. 8vo. Ss. 

Sinclair. — The Jonmej of Life. 
By Cathebhtb Snrcia.iB, Author of 
TheBiuinenoflafe, Fcp.8vo.5s. 

Sir Eoger De Goverley. From 

the Spectator. With Notes and Dins- 
trations, by W. Hbitiit Wills ; and 12 
Wood Engravings from Designs l^ F. 
Tatlbx. Crown 8vo. Ito. 6d. ; or 21s. 
in morocco by Hayday. 

The Sketches : Three Tales. Bj 

the Authors of Amp Herbert, The Old 
MaWt Home, and HawkeUme. Fcp. 

8vo. price is. 6d. 

Smee's Elements of Eleotro- 

Metallurgy. Third Edition, revised; 
with Electrotypes and numerous Wood- 
cuts. Poet 8vo. lOs. 6d. 

Smith (G.)— mstory of Wes- 
leyan Methodism. By GsoBas Smith, 

I F.A.S., Author of Sacred Annale, &c. 
Vol. I. Weelejf and Me Timet; Yol. IL 

! The Middle Age cf Methodism, from 
1791 to 1816. Crown 8vo. lOs. 6d. each. 

i Smith (G. V.) — The Prophecies 

relating to Nineveh and the Assyrians. 
Translated from the Hebrew, with His- 
torical Introductions and Notes, ex- 
liibiting the principal Results of the 
recent DLsooveries. ByGBOB&BVAKCX 
Smith, B. A. Post8vo.lOB.6d. 

Smith (J.) — The Vojrage and 

Shipwreck of St. Paul: With Disser- 
tations on the Life and Writings of St. 
Luke, and the Ships and Navigation 
of the Ancients. By Jambs Smith, 
F.R.S. With Charts, Views, and 
Woodcuts. Crown 8vo. 8s. 6d. 

A Kemoir of the BeT. Sydney 

Smith. By his Daughter, Ladt Hol- 
LAKD. With a Selection from his 
Letters, edited by Mrs. AiTnur. NetD 
Edition. 2 vols. 8vo. 28s. 



The Bev. Sydney Smith's Mis- 
cellaneous Works : Including his Con- 
toibutions to The Edinburgh Review. 
Three Editions: — 

1. A LiaaART Editiok (the Fourth), in S 

ToU. 8»o. with Portrait, 36s. 

2. Complete in Omb Yoluxi, with Por- 

trait and Tiffnette. Square crown, 8vo. 
Sis. cloth ; or SOs. bonnd in calf. 
8. Another Naw Eoitiom, ia 3 toIs. fcp. 
8to.2I«. 

The Sev. Sydney Smith's Ele- 
mentary Sketches of Moral Philoeophy, 
debvered at the Royal Institution in 
the Years 1801 to 1806. Fcp.8vo.7s. 

Snow.— Two Years' Cruise off 

Tierra del Fuego, the Falkhmd Islands, 
Patagonia, and in the River Pbite : A 
Narrative of Life in the Southern Seas. 
By W. Pabkbb Sirow,late Commander 
of the Mission Yacht Atten Gardiner. 
With Charts and Illustrations. S vols, 
poet 8vo. 84s. 

Sebert Sonthey's Ck)mplete Poet- 
ical Works: containing all the Author's 
last Introductions and Notes. The 
LUtrary Edition, complete in One Vo- 
lume, with Portraits and Vignette. 
Medium 8vo. 2l8. cloth; 4Ss. oonnd 
in morocco. — Also, the First collected 
Edition, in 10 vols. fcp. 8vo. with Por- 
trait and 19 Vignettes, price 35e. 

The lAb and Correspondence 

of the late Robert Southey. Edited by 
his Son, the Rev. C. C. Southby, M.A. 
With Portraits, &c. 6 vols, post 8vo. 
price 63s. « 

Sonthey's Doctor, complete in 

One Volume. Edited by the Rev. 
J. W. Wabtbb, B.D. With Portrait, 
Vignette, Bust, and coloured Plate. 
Square crown 8vo. 21s. 

Sonthey's Life of Wesley; and 

Rise and Progress of Methodism. 
Fourth Edition, edited by Rev. C. C. 
Southxt, M.A. 2 vols, crown 8vo. 12s. 

Spencer.— £ssays, Scientific, Po- 
litical, and Speculative. By Hbbbbbt 
SPBircBB, Author of Social Staties. 
Reprinted chiefly from Quarterly Re- 
views. 8vo. 12s. cloth. 

Spencer. — The Principles of 

Psycholoey. By Hbbbbbt Spbkcbb, 
Author of ^>ciai Statics. 8vo. 16s. 
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Btephea. —^LectaMf on the lOa- 

tory of Fnooe. By the RU(ht Hon. 
Sir JAms SrapsxK, K.C.B., LL.D. 
Third Edition. 2 volf . 8ro. Ms. 

SteplieiL — Snayi in EMletiai- 

tioal BiogTMhy ; from The Edinbrnrsh 
Review. By ihe Btght Hon. Sir 
Jajcbb SnFKKr, E.C.B.. LL.D. 
Third Editien. 8 toI*. 8m Me. 

Stonelienge.— TheDog in Aealth 
•Dd Dleenee : CompriiiDg tiie vatIom 
Modes of Breaking and using him for 
Hunting, Oooretng, Shooting, Ac. : and 
including Vba Points or Characteristics 
of Toy Dogs. By StoiTBHaKas. Sro. 
with numerous Illustrations. 

Btonehcfnge.— The Qreyhetmd: 

Being a Treatise on the Art of Breed- 
ingJRearing, and Tndning Greyhounds 
for Publiclninning ; their Diseases and 
Treatment : Containing also Rules for 
the Manafrement of Coursing HeeCiiM», 
and for the Decision of Courses. ' By 
BTONBHBirox. With Frontispiece and 
Woodoote. Sqtiaffe crown 8vo. ila. 

Stow's Training Byetem, Heral 

Training SdJhooI, and Ht^rmal fietei- 
nary for preparing Schoolmasters and 
Oovemesses. Tenfih Edition; Plates 
and Woodcuts. PpetSvo.ds. 

Strickland.«^Live8 of fheQneens 

of England. By Aoitbb Stkioklaks. 
Dedicated, hy eipress perotdssion, to 
Her Majesty. ErnhdUsned with Por- 
traits of every Queen, engraved fh)m 
the most SRithenticsotiroes. (MtuplbtQ 
in 8 vols, post 8vo. 7s. 6d. eaeh. 

Memoirs of the Life and 'Services 

of Bear-Admiral Sir William Symonds, 
late Stu-veyor of the Navy. Edited by 
J. A. Shakp. 8vo. with lUustrKtiokis, 
price 21s. 

Taylor.— Loyola : andJesoitism 
in its Rudiments. By Isaao TjotIiOk. 
Post 8vo. Medallion, lOs. 6d. 

Taylor.— Wesley and Meflttfd- 

ism. By Isaac Taxlob. Post 8vo. 
Portrait. lOs. 6d. 

Thaeker's Courser's Annual Re- 
membrancer and Stnd-Book r Btingan 
Alphabetical Return of the Running at 
all Pubtic CoursiAg Clubs in England, 
Ireland, and Scotland, for the Season 
1857-8; with the Pediffreea (as far as 
receivedjiof the Dogs. By Bobmt 
AsBAK Welsh, Liverpool. 8vo.21s. 
' Published annually in October. 




BIdtop Thi]plwall*s ffisticy of 

Greece. Library Edition ; wlCh Maps. 
8 vols. «vo. £8.— An Edition in 8 vols. 
fcp. 8V0. with Vignette Titles, «8. i 

11ioniini*s fleasons. Edited by 

BoLTOir CoEiTBT, Esq. Dlustrated 
with 77 fine Wood Engraviiigs from I 
Designs by Memibers of tiie Et«liiiig i 
Chib. €k|uare crown 8vio. 21s. diolh ; 
or 86s. bound in morooeo. 

ThonkB«n (fhe Bet. ^.)-m»A2l . 

Outline of the neoeestty Ls^vs of ' 
Thought : A Treatise on Pure and Ap- i 
l^ied Logic. By William Thqmsow, 
D.D. I^wEtfti»n. Fcp.8vo.7s.6d. 

Thomson's tables of ItfMrest, 

at Three, Four, Four-and-a-Half; and 
Five per Cent., trom One Pound to 
Ten l%ouBand, and firom 1 1» 885 Diys, 
in a ragularprogrestAonof sin^ Days ; 
with Interest at aU the above Bates, 
fr(Nn One to Twelve MoAths, and from > 
One to Ten Tears. Also, mmeroas ' 
other Tables of Exchange, Time, and I 
Disooimta. NewBdition. 12mo.8s. 

The thttnO) Bible ; or, T«tlMua 

Sempitemnm. ByJ.TAlTLOlk Being 
an Epitome of the Old and New Testa- 
vents in English Yerse. Rfltninted 
from the Editton of 1606. 64ino.l&6d. 

Tighe and Da^.^w^Asnals of 

Windsor ; Beinga History of theOastle 
and Tar#n : Withsofeae account of Bton 
and Places adjacent. ByR.R.TiftHX. 
Ese . ; and J . E. Datis, EMw Banister- 
ftt-Lsw. Wlthnumerowmu^ifttiaaiB. 
2 fols. royal 8vo. £i. 4b. 

Tooke.—History of Friees, and 

of the State of the C^rcnlaliion, during 
the Nine YeaMfittti 1818 to 1866 indu- , 
dive. FtMning Vols. V. and VI. of I 
Tooke^s BiMtory i)f PHem; and ookn- 
';prisittg a ooplons index to the whole 
WdrlE. By TAomas Tomc^ F.R.S. 
and WiLLLAlc VjswuamoU, 2 Yds. 
8vo. 52s. 6d. 

Townsend.-*Kodem State Trials 
revised and illnstnited with Essays 
and Notes. By W. C. TOWksxitd, Esq., 
M.A.,Q.C. 2vds.8to.808. 

Trollope.^>^ Sarobester Towen : 

a Novel. By ANTHomr TsoiJiOpb. , 
New and (9ieaper Editton, oompiete in 
One Volume. Crown Svo.Ss. | 

TroUope. *^ The Wavden. By 

AiTTHOirrTBottonj. PostSto.lOe.ed. 
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The TrftTefler'B Librsty : A4Aol- 

lection of original Works w«ll ftdkpted' for 
Travellers and Bmifffanta, for ■Sekool>-i^o6m 
Librarits, the Librariet of MteOianiei' In- 
Btitut{on$, Young iten's LiWdritt, the 
Librorie* of 8/tip$, and siooilar ptirpo«e«. 
The separate rolames are suited for School 
FHtetf Pr^ttHtt to Toung FoopUf and for 
general instnictien and entertataomcnt. 
The Series comprises fourteen of the moat 
po]ralar'of Lord Kiacanlay's XMo^t, tod 
his Speeehet on ParKiAneAtary Reform. 
The department of Travels contains stnne 
account of «ight of the prhtctpal conatrtes of 
Europe, as well as travels in four districts 
of Africa, in four of America, -and in three of 
Asia. Madame Pfeiffd^r's Firit JoUmey 
round the World is included ; and a general 
account of the Australian CdtOniot. In Bio- 
graphy and History will be ibund Lord Ha- 
etrulay*s Bioffntphical Sketches of Warren 
Hattiit(ft, OUve, Pitt^ WulpoU, Bacon, find 
others; Msides Mtaiolrs otWMiitgtonf Tu- 
renne, F. Arago, &c. ; an Essay on the Life 
and Genitts of Tfu/maa FidUr, with Sriec- 
tions from his Writings, by Mr. Henry 
Rogers ; and a history of the Zeipsic Catn- 
paign, by Mr. Gleig, — which is the only 
sq^lurate accomit or this remarkable cam- 
paign. Works of Fiction did not come within 
the plan of ^e Traveller's Liarart ; but 
the OonfessionM of a Working lUitn, bvSou- 
vestre, which is indeed a fiction fotmaed on 
fact, has been included, and has been read 
Mith unusual interest by many of the wbrk- 
ing classes, for whose use it is especially re- 
commended. Dumas's story of toe -JVcn(r«- 
d'Armetfynbtuih in form a work of fiction, 
gives a 'striking picttffe of aft etnsode in the 
nistory of IRuima. Ataieiigst vae works on 



Science, and Natural PhUowpky, a general 
view of Creation is embodied in Dr. Kemp's 
Natnral SiHory of Creation j and in his 



j.yafwru» jxxwsary oj vreatKm ; «no in lua 

Tndiedtiotu of Inetinot remarkable ihets in 
'natttral history are collected. Dr. WiUon 
has contribnted a popular aeoouBt of the 
BUetric Telegraph. In the yolumes on the 
Coal-Fieldt, and on the Tin and other 
Mining Districts of Cornwall, is men an 
aee<(raht of the natneral weaMh of EttfUtnd, 
the habits and manners of the miners, «nd 
the soenerv of the surrottsding country. It 
only remams to add, that among the Mis- 
cdlaneons Works are a Selection of the best 
Writings of the Rev. Sydney Smith; Lord 
Carlide's Leett&eelmd Amrettee; m ac- 
count of Mormoniem. by the R«v. W. J. 
Conybcare; an exposition of Baihoag ma- 
nagement and mlsmanAgenttent bV Mr. 'Her- 
bert Spencer; an account of the Origin and 
P^adtiA ^ PMnSifi^/by Mr. Bt«rk ; avd tax 
account of Xondott, by Mr. M'CullOch.— To 
be had, in eomptete Seteontg, at £6.' 6s. per 
- Set, bound In d»tii and MtttrM. 

059* ThiB TraveUet^t Librti/fjf may also 
be had as originally issued in 102 parts. 
Is. each, fonmng 50 vols. 2s. 6d. each ; or 
any sepwaM parts or volumes. 



SkRTotL Turner's Sacred History 

of the World, PhflosophioaDy con- 
sidered, in a Series of Letters to a Son. 
S vols, port ^o. 31s. 6d. 

Sharon Tomer's History of Eng- 
land during the Middle Ages: Com- 
pnsmg the Reigns' from the Norman 
Conquest to the Accession of Henry 
Vlir. 4vols.'8vo.«08. 

Sharon Turner's History of liie 

Anfflo^Sannjs, from theBarliebt Period 
to the Norman Conquest. 8 vols. diSs. 

Dr. !^irt<»a'8 HaHual of theXand 

wad Fre^-Water Shells of Great 
Bntam : With Figures of each of the 
kmds. New Edition, with Additions 
by Dr. J. E. Gbat, F.B.S., &c.. Keeper 
of the Zoological Collection in the 
Bntiffh Museum. Crown 8vo. with 
12 coloured Plates, price 15s. cloth. 

Dr. XTre's Biotienary of Arts, 
Hanu&ctares, andltines : Contalntng 
a clfear ^Exposition of their PHndples 
and Ttactite. Fonrth Edition, imich 
enlarged. Wi«h rAarly 1,000 Wood- 
cuts. 2 yola. 8v«o. 608. 

tTwins. -^ ttemoir of Thomas 

Uwins, R. A. By Mrs. Uwnrs. Witti Let- 
ters to nis Brothers during Seven Years 
spent in Italy; and Correspondenee 
with the late Sir Thomas Lawrence, 
Sir C. L. Eastlake. A. E. Chalon, R.A.. 
and other distinguished persons. 2 
v^Ib. postrdvo. 

Van «ter Hoeyen's Handbook of 



TraivBlated from the Second 
jLmccn fiction by the Rev. Wlttiik 
Clask, M.i).j(, f.R.S., Professor ot 



Anatomy in the University of Oun- 
bridfce; with additional Beferenoes 
by the A'atbor. 2 vols. 8vo. wltih 24 
Plates of Pigurfes, price eto. doth: or 
separately', vol. I. Inoertebrata, SOb», 
and Vol.. II. Vel^brata, 80s. 

Vehse.**— Heniioirs of the Oourt, 

Aristocrac^tand Diplomacy of Austria. 
By Dr. B. VShsb. Translated from 
the German by Fsjlnz V-KUXjJiu, 2 
vols, poet 8vo.ZLs. 

Von ^empdcy.— Idtia ; or, In- 
csdMts and Personal AdventtMs ona 
Journey in Mexioo, Guatemala^ and 
Evador in the Tears 18S8 to 1865 : 
With Observations on the Modes of 
Life hi those Countries. By G. F. Yok 
TxMPBKY. With numerous Illustrar 
tions. 8vo. 18s. 
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Wade.«*^ExLglaiid*s Greatneit: 

Its BiM and ProgreM in Government, 
Laws, ReUglon, and Sodal LIA ; Agri- 
culture, (Commerce, and Mannftctures ; 
Science, Literature and Arts, from the 
Barliest Period to the Peace of Paris. 
By JoKV Wadb, Author of the CaMnet 
Lawper, Ac. Post 8vo. lOs. 6d. 

Wanderings in the Land of 

Ham. By a Da-UGHTBE of Japhxt. 
Post 8vo. 8s. 6d. 

Waterton.— Essays on Katnral 
History, chiefly Ornithology. By C. 
WATXKtov, Esq. With an Autobio- 
graphy of the Author, and Views of 
Walton HaU. 2 vols. fcp. 8to. 5s. each. 



Waterton's Essays on Natural 

History. Thikd Sbbiss ; with a Con- 
tinuation of the Autobiography, and a 
Portrait of the Author. Fcp. 8vo. 6s. 

Webster and Parkes's Eneyolo- 

pasdia of Domestic Economy; com- 
prising such sul^ects as are most im- 
mediately connected with House- 
keeping: viz. The Construction of Do- 
mestioEdifices.withtheModesofWarm- 
ing, Ventilatiivg, and Lighting them— 
A description of the various Articles of 
Furniture, with the Nature of their 
Materials— Duties of Servants -&c. 
With nearly 1,000 Woodcuts. 8vo. SOs. 

Weld. — Vacations in Ireland. 

By Chableb Riohabd Wbu), Bar- 
rister-at-Law. Post 8vo. 10s. 6d. 

Weld.-^ Vacation Toor in the 

United States and Canada. By C. R. 
Wblb, Barrister. Post 8vo. lOs. 6d. 

West.— Lectures on the Diseases 

of Infan<w and Childhood. BvChabiiES 
Wbst, M.D.. Physician to the Hospital 
for Sick Children; Physician- Accou- 
cheur to. and Lecturer on Midwifery at, 
St. Bartholomew's Hospital. 8vo. 14s. 

Willich*s Popular Tables for 

ascertaining the Value of Lifehold, 
Leasehold, and Church Property, Re- 
newal Fines, &c. With niunerous ad- 
ditional Tables— Chemical, Astronomi- 
cal, Trigonometrical, Common and 
Hyperbolic Logarithms ; Constants, 
Squares, Cubes, Boots, Reciprocals, 
I Ac. Fourth Edition. Post 8vo. 10s. 

I Wilniot*s Abridgment of Black- 

I stone's Commentaries on the Laws of 

England, in a series of Letters from a 

I Father to his Daughter. 12mo. 6b. 6d. 



Wilson's Bryologia ftitanniea ; 

Containing the Mosses of Great Britain 
and Ireland systematically arranged 
and described according to the Method 
of Brueh and SeMfoperf with 61 illus- 
trative Plates. Being a New Edition, 
enlarged and altered, of the MiuctOo- 
ata Britanniea of Messrs. Hooker and 
Taylor. 6vo. 42s. ; or, with the Plates 
coloured, price £4. 4s. 

Tonffe.-^ New EngUsltOreek 

Leucon: Containing all the Greek 
Words used by Writers of good autho- 
rity. By C. D. ToirOB, B.A. Second 
EdUtott, revised. Post 4to. 81s. 

Yonge's New Latin Gradus: 
Containing Every Word used by the 
Poets of good authority. For the use of 
Eton, Westminster, Winchester, Har- 
row, and Rugby Schools: King's Col- 
lege, London; and Marlborough Col- 
lege. .F^ BdUion. Post 8vo. 96. ; 
or, with Afpbksix otEpUketi, 12s. 

Yonge's School Edition of Ho- 
race.— Horace, with concise English 
Notes for Schools and Students. By 
the Rev. J. E. Yoitqb, King's College, 
Cambridge : Assistant Master at Eton. 
Pabt I. Odes and Bpodeg, l2mo. 3*.; 
Past II. Satires and EptetleSt S«. 6d. 

Youatt— The Horse. By Wil- 
liam Touatt. With a Treatise of 
Draught. Kew Edition, with mmie- 
rous Wood Engravings, fSrom Designs 
by William Harvey. (Messrs. Lovg- 
MAir and Co.'s Edition should be or- 
dered.) 8VO.10B. 

Youatt.-^The Dog. By William 

Touatt. A New Edition ; with nume- 
rous Engravings, firom Designs by W. 
Harvey. 8vo.6s. 

Young.— The Christ of History : 

An Argument grounded in the Facts of 
His Lile on Earth. By JoHir Youitg, | 
LL,D. Second Edition. Post8vo.7s.6d. ! 

Young.—The Kystery ; or, EtU 
and Ood. By JoEir YotrirG, LL.D. i 
Post 8vo. 7s. 6d. I 

Zumpt's Grammar of the Latin 

Language. Translated and adapted for 
the use of English Students by Dr. L. 
SoHicniz, F.R.S.E.: With numerous 
Additions and Corrections by the Au- 
thor and Translator. 8vo. 148. 

ZOetoberlSSB, 
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